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INTRODUCTION. 


] Hae formerly taken the liberty of 
holding ſome prefatory diſcourſe with 
my readers, on the ſubject of thoſe little 
hiſtories which accident had enabled me 
to lay before them. This is probably the 
laſt time IT ſhall make uſe of their indul- 
ence; and even, if this Introduction 
ould be found ſuperfluous, it may claim 
their pardon, as the parting addreſs of 
one, who has endeavoured to contribute. 
- to their entertainment. | 
] was favoured laſt ſummer with a viſit 
from a gentleman, a native of France, 
with whoſe father J had been intimately 2: 
acquainted when I was laft in that coun- , 
try. I confeſs myſelf particularly de- 
lighted with an intercourſe, which re- 
moves the barrier of national diſtinction, 
and gives to the inhabitants of the world 
the appearance of one common family. 
I received, therefore, this young French 
man into that humble ſhed, which Proyi- 
dence has allowed my age to reſt in, with 
culiar ſatisfaction; and was rewarded, 
> any little attention I had in my power 
. e e 
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to ſhew him, by acquiring the friendſhip 


of one, whom I found to inherit all that 
paternal worth which had fixed my ef- 
teem, about a dozen years ago, in Paris. 
In truth, ſuch attention always rewards 
itſelf ; and, I believe, my own feelings, 
which I expreſſed to this amiable and ac- 
compliſhed Frenchman on his leaving 


England, are ſuch as every one will own, 


whoſe mind is ſuſceptible of feeling at all. 
He was profuſe of thanks, to which 'my 
good offices had no title, but from the in- 
clination that accompanied them.—7c, 
Monſieur, (ſaid I, for he had uſed a lan- 
guage more accommodated than ours to 
the leſſer order of ſentiments, and I an- 


\  ſwered him, as well as long want of prac- 


tice would allow me, in the ſame tongue) 


lei, Monfieur, obſcur & inconnu, avec 
beau coup de bienveillance, mais peu de pouvoir, 
| je ne goilte point d'un plaiſir plus fincere, 


que de penſer, qu'il y a, dans aucun quartier 


du monde, une ame honntte, qui ſe ſouvient 
die moi avec reconnoiſſance. 5 


But 1 am talking of myfelf, when 1 
ſhould be giving an account of the fol- 


lowing papers. This gentleman, dif- 


c9..rſing with me on the ſubject of thoſe 


letters, the ſubſtance of which I formerly 


publiſhed. 
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The Morld, obſerved; that if the deſire. of 


ſearching into the records of private life 
were common, the diſcovery of fuch col- 


lections would ceaſe to be wondered at. 


© We look (ſaid he), for the Hiſtories 
of Men, among thoſe of high rank; but. 


memoirs of ſentiment, and ſuffering, may 
be found in every condition. | 
* My father (continued my young 


friend) made, ſince you ſaw him, an ac- 


quiſition of that nature, by a whimſical. 
accident. Standing one day at the door 
of a grocery ſhop, making enquiry as to 
the lodgings of ſome perſon of his ac 
quaintance, a little boy paſſed him, with 2 


a bundle of papers in his hand, which he 


offered for ſale to the maſter of the'' ſhop, 2: 
for the ordinary uſes of his trade; but 


they differed about the price, and the bo) 


the lad, with a ſmile, that, perhaps, he 


might deal with him for his book; upon 
readinga ſentence or two, 'he found a yle 


much above that of the ordinary manu- 
ſcripts of a grocery-ſhop, and gave the 
boy his price, at a venture, for the whole. 


When he had got home, and examined 
the parcel, he diſcovered it to conſiſt of 


letters 


was ready to depart, when my father de- 
fired a ſight of the papers, ſaying to 
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letters put up, for the moſt part, aceord- 


ing to their dates, which he committed 
to me, as having, he ſaid, better eyes, 
and a keener curioſity, than his. I fou 

them to contain a ſtory in detail, which, 


E 1 believe, would intereſt one of your turn 
of thinking a good deal. If you chooſe 


to undergo the trouble of the peruſal, I 
ſhall take care to have them ſent over to 
you by the firſt W bare I can find, 
and if you will do the Public the fayour 


to digeſt them, as you did thoſe of Anne/ly 


and his children. My young French- 


man ſpeaks the language of compliment; 


but J do not.chooſe to tranſlate any fur- 
ther. It is enough to ſay, that I received 
his papers ſome time ago, and that they 
are thoſe which I. have tranſlated, and 


now give to the world. I had, perhaps, 
treated them as 1 did the letters he men- 
- tioned; but I found it a difficult taſk to 


reduce them into narrative, becauſe they 
are made up of ſentiment, which narra- 
tive would deftroy. The only power I 
have exerciſed over them, . is that of omit- 
ting letters, and paſſages of letters which 
ſeem to bear: no relation to the ſtory I 
mean to communicate, In doing this, 
however, I confeſs I have been cautious : 
I love myſelf (and am apt, therefore, 
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from a common fort of weakneſs, to ima- 
gine that other people love) to read na- 
ture in her ſmalleſt character, and am of- 
ten more appriſed of the ſtate of the mind, 

from very trifling, than from very import» 
ant circumſtances. - _ "54% 
As, from age and ſituation, it is likely I 
ſhall addreſs the Public no more, I can- 
not avoid taking this opportunity of 
thanking it for the reception it has given, 
to thoſe humble pages which I formerly 
introduced to its notice. Unknown, and 
unpatronized, I had little pretenſion to 
its favour, and little expectation of it; 
writing, or arranging the writings of 
others, was, to me, only a favourite 


amuſement, for which a man eaſily finds 6 


both time and apology. One advantage 
1 drew from it, which the humane may 
hear with ſatisfaction; I often wandered 
from my own woe, in tracing the tale of 
another's ffliction, and, at this moment, 
every ſentence I write, I am but eſcaping 
a little farther from the prefſure of ſorrow. 
Of the merit or faults of the com 
ſition, in the volumes of which I have di- 
rected the publication, a ſmall ſhare only 
was mine ; for their tendency I hold my- 
ſelf entirely accountable, becauſe, had it 
been a bad one, 1 had the power of ſup- 
4 5 — preſſing 
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| prefling them; and from their tendency, 
| 1 more than any other quality 
belonging to them, has the indulgence of 
their readers ariſen. For that indulgence 
| | deſire to return them my grateful ac- 
knowledgments as an editor; I ſhall 


hp 


' 
_— . 


E. Be weng with better reaſon, if there is | 
' Nothing to be found, in my publications, 
that may forfeit their eſteem as a man. 
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IN A SERIES OF LETT ERS. 
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LETTER I. 
Julia de Roubignt to Maria de Ronelles, 


WOES "Eh E friendſhip of your Maria, "2 
- misfortune can never deprive you 

— Theſe wer. the words with which 7 

_ ſealed that attachment we had formed 
in the bliſsful period of infancy. The 
_ remembrance of thoſe peaceful days we 
paſſed together in the conyent, is often 
recalled to my mind, amidſt the cares f 
the preſent. Yet do not think me fooliſh 
enough to complain of the want of thoſe 
Pures which affluence gave us; the 


Vol. I. 1 ſituation”, 


e 


2 JULIA DE ROUBIOGNE. 


ſituation of my father's affairs is ſuch as 
to exclude luxury, but it allows happt- 
neſs; and, were it not for the recollection 
of what he once poſſeſſed, which now 


and then intrudes itſelf _— him, he 


could ſcarce form a wiſh that were not 
gratified in the retreat he has found. 
' You were wont to call me the little phi- 
olopher > if it be philoſophy to feel no 
violent diſtreſs from that change which 
the il|-fortune of our family has made in 
its circumſtances, I do not claim much 


merit from being that way a philoſopher. . 


From my earlieſt days I found myſelf 
unambitious of wealth or grandeur, con- 


tented with the enjoyment of ſequeſtered 


life, and fearful of the dangers which at- 
tend an exalted ſtation. It is therefore 
more properly a weakneſs, than a virtue, 
in me, to be ſatisfied with my preſent 
ſituation. 22.49 


But, after all, my friend, what is it 
we have loſt? We have exchanged the 


life of gaietv, of tumults, of pleaſure 
they call it, which we led in Paris, when 
my father was a rich man; for the pure, 
the peaceful, the truly happy ſcenes, 

which: this place affords us, now he is a 
poor one. Dependence and poverty alone 
are ſuffered to complain; but they know 
now how often greatneſs is dependent, and 


. wealth _ 
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wealth is poor. Formerly, even during 
the very ſhort ſpace of the year we were 
at Belville, it was vain to think of that 
domeſtic enjoyment I uſed to hope for in 
the country; we were people of too much 
conſequence to be allowed the privilege 
of retirement, and except thoſe luxurious 
walks I ſometimes found means to take— 
with you, my dear, I mean—the day was 
| as little my own, as in the midſt of our 
winter-hurry in town. | | 
Ihe loſs of this momentous law-ſuit 
has brought us down to the level of tran- 
quillity. Our days are not now pre-oc- 
cupied by numberleſs engagements, nor 
our time anxiouſly divided for a rotation 
of amuſements; I can walk, read, or 


think; without the officious interruption __  : 


of polite viſitors ; and, inſtead of talking 


eternally of others, I find time to. ſettle -* 


accounts with myſelf, rs © 20 

Could we but prevail on my father to 
think thus Alas! his mind is not 
formed for contracting into that narrow, 
ſphere, which his fortune has now mar- 
ed out for him. He feels adverſity a de- 


with pride in their looks, but anguiſh in 
their hearts, He is cut off from. the en- 


Joyment of his preſent late, while he 
puts himſelf under the cruel neceſſity f 
32 

* n 


3 


feat, to which the vanquiſhed ſubmit, 4 


_ 


| . n „„ 
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diſſembling his regret” for the loſs of the 


%%% TT ns Co 2: 
can eaſily perceive how much my 


deareſt mother is affected by this. I fee 
her conſtantly on the watch for ever! 

word and look that may diſcover ba 
feelings; and ſhe has, too often, occaſion 


to obſerve them unfavourable. She en- 


_ deavours, and commonly ſucceeds in her 


endeavour, to put on the appearance of 


cheerfulneſs; ſhe even tries to perfuade 
herſelf that ſne has reaſon to be content= # 
ed; but, alas! an effort to be happy, is 

always but an increaſe of our uneafineſs. 


Ahd what is left for your Julia to do? 


In truth, I fear, I am of little ſervice. - 
My heart is too much . intereſted in the 


ſcene, to allow me that command over 


myſelf, which would make me uſeful. 
My father often remarks, that I look 
grave; I {mile (fooliſhly J fear), and deny | 
it; it is, I believe, no more than I uſed 


to do formerly ; but we were then'in a 
ſituation that did not lead him to obferve 
it. He had no conſciouſneſs in himſelf, to 
prompt the obſervation. DO OT TY 
How often do I wiſh for you, Maria, 
to aſſiſt me! There is ſomething in that 
ſmile of yours (I paint it to myſelf at this 


inſtant) which care and. ſorrow are un- 
able to withſtand; beſides the general 
effect produced by the intervention of a 


third 


5 
3 
8 

i 

4 

d 


third perſon, in a ſociety, the members 
of which are afraid to ivy of one an- 
other's thoughts. Vet you need not an- 
ſwer this wiſh of mine; I know how im- 
poſſible it is for you to come hither at 
preſent. Write to,me as often as you can ; 
you will not expect order in my letters 
nor obſerve it in your anfwers; I will | 
ſpeak to you on paper when my heart is 
full, and you will anſwer me from the, 
ſympathy of yours. . 


e e op 


Julia to Maria. 


1 to vex my Maria with an account 
of trifles, and thoſe too unpleaſant 
ones; but ſhe has taught me to think, 
that nothing is inſignificant to her, in 
which Iam concerned, and inſiſts on par- 
ticipating, at leaſt, if ſhe cannot alleviate, 

1 am every day more and more un- 
eaſy about the Ae which our ſitua- 
tion ſeems to give my father. A little 
incident has juſt now plunged him into a 
fit of melancholy, which all the attention” 8 
of my mother, all the attempts at gaiet 
, ,, > om ne 
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which your poor Julia is conſtrained to 

make, cannot diſſipate or overcome. A 
Our old fervant Le Blanc is your ac- 

quaintance ; indeed he very ſoon becomes 

acquainted with every friend and viſitor 

of the family, his age prompting him 

to talk, and giving him the privilege of 
talking. e 

Le Blanc had obtained permiſſion, a | 

few days ſince, to go on a viſit to his 4 

daughter, who is married to a young fel- 

low, ſerving in the capacity of coachman 

at a gentleman's in the neighbourhood 

of Belville. He returned laſt night, and, 

in his uſual familiar manner, gave us 

an account of his expedition this moru- 

ing. | 

My father enquired after his daughter; 

he gave ſome ſhort anſwer as to her; but 

1 ſaw by his face that he was full of fome 

other intelligence. He was ſtanding be- 

hind my father, mw one hand on the & 

back of his chair; he began to rub it vio= 7} 

lently, as if he would have given the wood 

a poliſh by the friction. I was at Bel- 

ville, Sir,” ſaid he. My father made no 

reply; but Le Blanc had got over the dif- 

fliculty of beginning, and was too much 

occupied by the idea of the ſcene, to for- 

bear attempting the pifture. 


« When | 


I thought 1 had loſt my way; there was 
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„ When I ſtruck off the high road, 
faid he, to go dowit by the Old Avenue, 


not a tree to be ſeen. You may believe 

me as you pleafe, Sir; but, I declare 1 

ſaw the rooks, that uſed to build there, 

in a great flock over my head, croaking 
for all the world as if they had been looking 

for the Avenue too. Old Laſune's houſe, 

where you, Miſs (turning to me), would 

frequently ſtop in your walks, was pull» +: 
ed down, except a ſingle beam at one 

end, which now ſerves for a rubbing poſt 
to ſome cattle that graze there; and your * } 
roan horſe, Sir, which the marquis had 
of you in a preſent, when he purchaſed 
Belville, had been turned out to graſs 
among 'the reſt, it ſeems; for there he 
was, ſtanding under the ſhade of the 
wall; and when I came up, the poor beaſt 
knew me, as any chriſttan would, and 
came og up to my ſide as he wass 
wont to do. I gave him a piece of bread 
1 had put in my pocket in the morning, 
and he followed me for more, till I reach- ® 
ed the very gate of the houſe; I mean 
what was the pate, when I knew it; 
for there is now a rail run acroſs,' with a 


fmall door, which Le Sauvre told me they, 
. call Chineſe. But, after all, the marquis 
is ſeldom there to enjoy thoſe fine things ; 
— 1 he 


Be 


is 
11 5 


8 JULIA DE ROUBION E“. 


he lives in town, Le Sauvre ſays, eleven 


months in the year, and only comes down 
to Belville, for a few weeks, to get money 
to ſpend at Paris.“. . 

Here Le Blanc pauſed in his narration. 
I was afraid to look up to ſee its effect 


on my father; indeed the picture which 
the poor fellow had, innocently, drawn, 
had too much affected myſelf, —Laſune's 


houſe ! My Maria remembers it; but 
ſhe knows not all the ties which its recol- 


lection has upon me. | 


I ſtole however a ſide-long glance at 


my father. He ſeemed affected, but diſ- 


dain was mixed with his tenderneſs ; 


he gathered up his features, as it were, 


to hide the effect of the recital. You 


ſaw Le Sauvre then?” ſaid he coolly, 
* Yes,” anſwered Le Blanc; but he is 


wonderfully altered ſince he was in your 
ſervice, Sir; when I firſt diſcovered him, 
he was in the garden, picking ſome greens 


for his dinner; he looked ſo rueful when 
be lifted up his head and ſaw me! indeed 
I was little better myſelf, when I caſt my 


eyes around. It was a ſad fight to ſee! 
for the marquis keeps no gardener, ex- 
cept Le Sauvre himſelf, who has fifty 
things to do beſides, and only hires an- 


other hand or two, for the time he reſides 
at Belville in the ſummer. The * 
| | e that 
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that uſed to be trimmed ſo nicely, are 
covered with mole hills; the hedges are 
full of great holes, and Le Sauvre's 
chickens were baſking in the flower: beds. 


He took me into the houſe, and his wife 


ſeemed glad to ſee. her old acquaintance, 


and the children. clambered up to kiſs 


me, and Jeanot aſked me about his god- 
mother, meaning you, Madam, and his 


little ſiſter enquired after her handſome 
miſtreſs, as ſhe uſed to to call you, Miſs. 
* I have got, ſaid Nanette, two. new 
miſtreſſes, that are finer dreſſed than ſhe, 
but they are much prouder, and not half 
ſo pretty ;” meaning two of the. marquis's 
daughters, who were at Belville for a few 


Heaven knows, my heart was fad. "Only .. ©. 


„ enough, Le Blanc,” ſaid, my 
mother, in a fort of whiſper. My father 
aſked ſoige indifferent queſtion about the 


weather. I fat, I know not how; look - 


5 tapped 


Io JULIA DE ROUBIONE. — 
tapped my cheek with the word Child! ? 
emphatically pronounced. I ſtarted out 
of my reverie, and mg: myſelf unable © 
to feign a compoſure which I did not 
feel, walked out of the room to hide my 
emotion. When I got to my own cham- 
ber, I felt the full force of Le Blanc's 3 
dieſcription, but to me it was not pain- 
ful; it is not on hearts that yield the 
ſooneſt that forrow has the moſt powerful 
effects; it was but giving way to a ſhower 
of tears, and I could think of Belville 
with pleaſure, even in the poſſeſſion of 
anotner. They may cut its trees, Ma- 
ria, and alter its walks, but cannot fo de- 
face it as to leave no traces for the me- 
mory of your julia. -Methinks 1 
ſhould hate to. have been born in a town; 
when I fay my native brook, or my na- 
tive hill, I talk of friends of whom the 
remembrance warms my heart. To me, 
even to me, who have loſt their acquaint- 
ance, there is ſomething delightful in the 
melancholy recollection of their beauties; 
and, here, I often wander out to the top 
of a little broom-covered knoll, merely 
to lock towards the quarter where Belville 
is fitvated, | 

It is otherwife with my father. On Le 
| Blanc's recital he has brooded thefe three 
days. The effect it had on him is till 
2 viſible 
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viſible in his countenance, and but an 
hour ago, while my mother and 1 were 


talking of ſome other ſubject, in which 


he was joining by monoſyllables, he ſaid, 


all at once, that he had ſome thoughts of 


fending to the marquis for his roan horſe 
again, ſince he did not chuſe to keep 

him properly. 3 i 
D They who have never known proſpe- 
rity, can hardly be ſaid to be unhappy; *$ 


it is from the remembrance of joys we e 
have loſt, that the arrows of affliction are 


pointed Muſt we then tremble, my 
friend, in the poſſeſſion of preſent plea- 
ſures, from the fear of their embittering 
futurity ? or does Heaven thus teach us 
that fort of enjoyment, of which the re- 
membrance is immortal? Does it point 
out thoſe as the happy who can look bacle 


on their paſt life, not as the chronicle of 


pleaſure, but as the record of virtue? 
Forgive my preaching ; I have leiſure, 
and cauſe to preach. You know how 


faithfully, in every ſituation, 


I am yours. 


12 JUL IA DE ROUBLIGNE, 
CHE E R III. a 


Julia 10 Maria. 


e WILL ſpeakto you on r when 
5 I my heart K full! — Mistortune thinks 
itſelf entitled to ſpeak, and feels ſome 
conſolation in the privilege of complain- 
ing, even where it has nothing to hope 
from the utterance of complaint. 

Ils it a want of duty in me to mention 
the weakneſs of a parent? Heaven knows 
the ſincerity of the love I bear him! 
Were I indifferent about my father, the 
' ſtate of his mind would not much diſ- 


neſs carries me perhaps a blameable 
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help feeling, of his incapacity to enjoy it. 
2 My mother too! if he knew how much 
it preys upon her gentle ſoul, to ſee the 
impatience with which he ſuffers adver- 
ſity ?—Yet, alas! unthinking creature that 
J am, I judge of his mind by my own, 
and while I venture to blame his diſtreſs, 
J forget that it is entitled to my pity. _ 

This mopping he was obliged to go top 


the neighbguring village, to meet a pro- 
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quiet me; but my anxiety for his happi- 


length, in that cenſure, which I cannot 


cureu.f 


JULIA DE ROUBIGNE, 13 


cureur from Paris on ſome. buſineſs, which 
he told us would detain him all day. 
The night was cold and ſtormy, and my 


mother and I looked often earneſtly out, 
thinking on the diſagreeable ride he 
would have on his return. My poor 


huſband !” ſaid my mother, as the wind 
bowled in the lobby beneath. But 1 


have heard him ſay, Mamma, that, in 


theſe little hardſhips, a man thinks him- 


ſelf unfortunate, but is never unhappy ;. 
and you may remember he would always 


prefer riding, to being drove in a carriage, 
— of the enjoyment which he told 


us he ſhould feel from a clean room and 


a cheerful fire when he got home.” At 


the word Carriage, I could obſerve my 
mother ſigh ; I was ſorry it had eſcaped 
me; but, at the end of my ſpeech, we 
looked both of us at the hearth, which 1 


had ſwept but the moment before the 


faggots. were crackling in the fire, and 


my little Fidele lay aſſeep before; it. A 


He pricked up his ears and harked, 'and 


we heard the trampling of horſes in the 


court. Your father is returned, cried my 


mother; and I ran to the door to receive: 
him. “ julia, is it not?” faid he (for 


the ſervant had not time to fetch us 4 
light); but he ſaid it coldly. Ioffered tio 


help him off with his furtout. Solfly. 
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14 JULIA DE ROUBIGNE, 


child, faid he, you pull my arm awry.” 
It was a trifle, but I felt my heart ſwell 
when he ſaid this. 
He entered the room ; my mother took 
his hand in hers. © You are terribly 
cold, my love,” faid ſhe, and ſhe drew 
his chair nearer to the fire; he threw aſide 
his hat and whip, without ſpeaking a 
word. In the centre of the table, which 
was covered for ſupper, I had placed a 
bowl of milk, dreſſed in a way I knew 
he liked, and had garniſhed*it with ſome 
artificial flowers, in the manner we uſed 
to have our deſſerts done at Belville. He 
fixed his eyes on it, and I began to make 
ready my anſwer to a queſtton I ſuppoſed 
he would aſk, who had trtmmed it f nice- 
ly? but he ſtarted haſtily from his chair, 
and ſnatching up this little piece of orna- 
ment, threw it into the fire, ſaying, © we 
had now no title to finery.” This was too 


much for me; it was foolifh, very fool- 
ih, but I could not help letting fall ſome 
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tears. He looked ſternly at me, and, 
muttering ſome words which I could not 
hear, walked out of the room, and fla 
ped the door roughly behind him. I 
threw myſelf on my mother's netk, and 
- wept outright. 
Our ſupper was ſilent and ſullen; to me 
the more painful, from the mortifying 
| 4 FEVETLE: 


- 


him to their chamber: She bid me good 


myſelf a huſband—no matter whom 


children were playing around us, uncon= 
to be humble and to be happy; our 


ſmiles to cheer it. I have imagined the 


JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. 15 
reverſe which I felt from what I had ex- 
peed. My father did not taſte the 
milk; my mother aſked him to eat of it 
with an affected eaſe in her manner; but 
I obſerved her voice falter as ſhe aſked 
him : As for me, I durſt not look him in 


the face; I trembled every time the ſervant 
left the room; there was a protection, 


even in his preſence, which I could not 
bear to loſe. The table was ſcarcely un- 


covered, when my father ſaid he was tired 


and ſleepy; my mother laid hold of the 


opportunity, and offered to accompany 


night; my father was filent ; but 1 an- 
ſwered as if addreſſing myſelf to both. 

Maria! in my hours of viſionary in- 
dulgence, I have fometimes painted to 


comforting me amidſt the diſtreſſes which 
fortune had laid upon us. I have ſmiled } 
upon him through my tears; tears, not 
of anguiſh, but of tenderneſs oft 


5 


ſcious of misfortune; we had taught them 
little ſhed was reſerved to us, and their 


luxury of ſuch a ſcene, and afffiction be- 
came a part of my dream of happineſs! 


Thus 
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Thus far I had written laſt night; I 
found at laſt my body tired and drowſy, 
though my mind was ill diſpoſed to obey 
it: I laid aſide my pen, and thought of 
going to bed; but I continued. fitting in 
my chair, for an hour after, in that ſtate 
of languid thinking, which, though it has 

not ſtrength enough te faſten on any 
. lingle object, can wander without weari- 
neſs over a thouſand. The clock ſtrik- 
ing one, diſſolved the enchantment; I was 
then with my Maria, and went to bed 
but to continue my dream of her. 

Why did I wake to anxiety and diſ- 
quiet?—Selfiſh ! that I ſhould not bear 
without murmuring, .my proportion of . 
both !—I met my mother in the parlour, 
with a ſmile of meekneſs and ſerenity on 
her countenance ; ſhe did not ſay a ſingle 
word of laſt nights incident; and I ſaw 
| ſhe purpoſely avoided giving me any op- 
portunity of mentioning it; ſuch is the 
delicacy of her conduct with regard to 
my father. What an angel this woman 
is! Yet I fear, my friend, ſhe is a very 
woman in her ſufferings. | 

She was the only us of our com- 
pany, while my father ſat with us. my 

rode 
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JULIA DE-ROUBIGNE. Ws 


rode out ſoon after breakfaſt; and. did 
not return till dinner-time. I was almoſt 
afraid of his return, and was happy to ſee, 
from my window, ſomebody riding down 
the lane along with him. This was a 
gentleman of conſiderable rank and for- 
tune in our neighbourhood, the count 
Louis de Montauban. I do not know how 
it has happened, but 1 cannot recollect 
having ever mentioned him to you before. 
He is not one of thoſe very intereſting. 
characters, which are long preſent with the 
mind; yet his worth is univerſally ac- 
knowledged, and his friendſhip to my fa- 
- ther, though of late acquiſition, deſerves 
more than ordinary acknowledgment 
from us. His hiſtory we heard from 
1 others, ſoon after our arrival here; ſince 


; our acquaintance began, we have had it, 


at different times, from himſelf; for. 
though he has not much frankneſs about 
him to diſcover his ſecrets, he poſſeſſes a 
manly firmneſs, which does not ſhrink 
from the diſcovery. 17 
A His father was only brother to the late 
Francis count de Montauban ; his mo- 
ther, the daughter of a noble family in 
Spain, died- in childbed of him, and he 
was ſoon after deprived of his remaining 
parent, who was killed at a ſiege in Flan- 
ders. His uncle took, for ſome time, the 
25 e charge 


3s 
"fk 
Ms 


I LET; Sea SET 
2722 a. 


* I . * 
. Ee n * 
PR at Hof N he TR 


«yoo — — — — 
2 TY r e 
— WF n ? 2 
1 <8 = WS 


— 


18 JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. 


charge of his education; but, before he 


attained the age of manhood, he diſco- 
vered, in the count's behaviour, a want of 
that reſpect which ſhould have diſtinguiſh- 


ed the relation from the dependent; and 


after having, in vain, endeavoured to 
aſſert it, he took the reſolution of leav- 
ing France, and travelled a- foot into 
Spain, where he met with a very kind 
reception from the relations of his mo- 
ther. By their aſſiſtance, he was after- 
wards enabled to acquire a reſpectable 
rank in the Spaniſh army, and ſerved, in 


a ſeries of campaigns, with diſtinguiſhed 


reputation. About a year ago, his uncle 
died unmarried ; by this event he ſucceed- 
ed to the family eſtate, part of which is 
ſituated in this neighbourhood ; and ſince 
that time, he has been generally here, em- 
ployed in ſuperintending it; for which, 


it ſeems, there was the greater neceſſity, 
as the late count, who commonly lived 


at the old hereditary ſeat of his anceſtors, 
had, for ſome of the laſt years of his 
life, been entirely under the dominion of 
rapacious domeſtics, and ſuffered his af- 
fairs in this quarter, to run, under their 
guidance, into the greateſt confuſion. 
Though, in France, a man of fortune's 
reſidence at his country-ſeat is ſo unuſual, 
that it might be ſuppoſed to enhance ho 
value 
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value of ſuch a neighbour, yet the cit- 


to introduce himſelf to us (which, for 


vours, but by aſking one. He had led a 


This ſtripe of my father's ground would 
have been a purchaſe very convenient 


JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. 19 


cumſtance of Montauban's great fortune 
was a reaſon, I believe, for my father 
ſhunning any advances towards his ac- 
quaintance. The count at laſt contrived. 


what reaſon I know not, he ſeemed ex, 
tremely anxious to do), in a manner that 
flattered my father; not by offering fa- 


walk through a particular part of his 
ground, along the courſe of a brook, which 
runs alſo through a narrow neck of my 
father's property, by the intervention of 
which, the count's territory was divided, 


for Montauban ; but, with that peculiar 
delicacy which our ſituation required, he 
never made. the propoſition of a purchaſe, 
but only requeſted that he might have 
leave to open a paſſage through an old 
wall, by which it was encloſed, that he 
might enjoy a continuation of that ro- 
mantic path, which the banks of the ri- 
vulet afforded. His defire was expreſſed 
ſo politely, that it could not be refuſed. 
Montauban ſoon after paid a viſit of 
thanks to my father, on the occaſion ; 
this laſt was pleaſed with an incident, 
which gave him back the power of con- 
0 | ferring 
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20 JULIA DE ROUBIGNE,, 


ferring an obligation, and therefore, I 
preſume, looked on his new acquaintance 


with a favourable eye; he praiſed his ap- 
pearance to my mother and me; and ſince 


that day, they have improved their ac- 
quaintance into a very cordial intimacy. 


In many reſpects, indeed, their ſenti- 


ments are congenial. A high ſenſe of 
honour 1s equally the portion of both. 
Montauban, from his long ſervice in the 


army, and his long reſidence in Spain, 


carries it to a very romantic height. My 


father, from a ſenſe of his ſituation, is 


now more jealous than ever of his, Mon- 
tauban ſeems of a melancholy. diſpoſition. 
My father was far from being ſo once; 


but misfortune has now given his mind a 
tincture of ſadneſs. Montauban thinks 
lightly of the world, from principle. My 


father, from ill-uſage, holds jt in diſguſt. 
This laſt ſimilarity of ſentiment is a fa- 


yourite topic of their diſcourſe, and their 
_ friendſhip ſeems to increaſe, from every 


mutual obſervation which they make. 
Perhaps it is from ſomething amiſs in our 
nature, but I have often obſerved the moſt 
ſtrict of our attachments to proceed from 
an alliance of diſlikedeee. 
There is ſomething hard and unbend- 
ing in the character of the count, which, 


though my father applauds it under the 


title of magnanimity, I own myſelf wo- 
; 7 5 | maniſh 
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maniſh enough not to like... There is an 


yielding weakneſs, ' which to me is more 
amiable than the inflexible right; it is 
an act of my reaſon to approve of the 
laſt ; but my heart gives its ſuffrage to 
the firſt, without pauſing to inquire for 


a cauſe.—I am aukward at defining; 1 


ou know what I mean; the laſt is ſtern 
in Montauban, the firſt is ſmiling in 


Maria. 


Mean time, I wiſh to feel the moſt per- a 
fect gratitude for his unwearied aſſidui- 
ties to oblige my father and his family. 


Whenl think on his uncommon friendſhip, 


I try to forget that ſeverity, which holds 
me ſomehow at a diſtance from him. 1 
Though I meant a deſcription, I have 


ſcrawled through moſt of my paper with- - 


out beginhing one. I have made but 
ſome ſlight ſketches of his mind; of his 
perſon I have ſaid nothing, which, from 


a woman to a woman, ſhould ha ve bee 1 


mentioned the ſooneſt. It is ſuch as be=" 
comes a ſoldier, rather manly than hand- 
ſome, with an air of dignity in his mein 
that borders on haughtineſs. In ſhort, 
were I to ſtudy for a ſentence, 1 ſhould 


ſay, that Montauban was made to com- 


rand . from all, to obtain praiſe 
Fakes „but to engage the affections of 
few. Es 5 = 
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22 JULIA DE ROUBIGNE., 


His company to-day was of importance 
to us. By ourſelves, every one's look 
ſeemed the ſpy on another's. - We were 
conſcious of remembering what all affect- 
ed to forget. Montauban's converſation 
> "Fea us, without our being ſenſible 
.. . 77 
My father, who (as it commonly hap- 


. 


ens to the aggreſſor in thoſe caſes) had 
Perhaps felt more from his own harſhneſs, 
than either my mother or I, ſeemed hap- 
py to find an opportunity of being re- 
ſtored to his former familiarity. He was 
gayer, and more in ſpirits, than 1 have 
I} ſeen him for a long time paſt. He in- 
Fr fiſted on the count's ſpending the evening 
+ with us. Montauban'at firſt excuſed him- 
| ſelf. He had told us, in the courſe of 


WH converſation, of his having appropriated 


the evening to buſineſs at home ; but my 
father would liſten to no apology, and the 


other was at laſt overcome. He ſeems, 
tif indeed, to feel an uncommon attachment 


to my father, and to me more pleaſure 
in his company, than J ſhould have ex- 
WE pected him to find in the ſociety of any 
one. | 


Fou are now, in the account of correſ- 
pondence, I do not know how deep, 
in my debt. I mean not to aſk regular 
returns; but write to me, I intreat you, 
wa When 
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when you can ; andwrite larger letters than 
your laſt. Put down every thing, ſo it be 


what you feel at the time; and tell every 


incident that can make me preſent with 
you, were it but the making up of a cap 
that pleaſes you. You ſee how much 
paper I contrive to blot with trifles. 


| x 


LETTER IV. 


Montauban to Segarva., 


* O U ſaw, my friend, with what re- 
1 luctance I left Spain, though it was 
to return to the country of my birth, to 
the inheritance of my fathers. I trembled 
when 1 thought what a ſcene of confuſion 
the ſtrange miſmanagement of my uncle 
had left me to diſentangle; but it requir- 
ed only a certain degree of fortitude to 


begin that buſineſs, and it was much 


ſooner concluded than I looked for. [1 
have now almoſt wrought myſelf out of 
work, and yet the ſituation is not ſo dif- Þ 
waning as I imagined, I have long learn- 
ed to deſpiſe that flippancy, which charac- 


how it js, they gain upen me in ſpite of 
#; myſelf; 
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myſelf; and while I reſolve to cenſure, 1 
"an forced to milie. 
From Paris, however, I fled, as if it 
had been infeſted with a peſtilence. Great 
towns certainly contain many excellent 
ſons ; but vice and folly predominate 

ſo much, that a ſearch after their oppo- 
ſites is beyond the limits of ordinary en- 
durance; and beſides the ſuperiority of 
numbers, the firſt are ever perked up to 
vier, while the latter are ſolicitous to 


— — 
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avoid obſer vation. 
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In the country I found a different ſtyle 
of character. Here are impertinents who 
talk nonſenſe;z-#nd - rogues who cheat 
where they can; but they are ſomewhat 
nearer nature in both. I met with ſome 
female relations, who ſtunned me with 
receipts in cookery, and preſcriptions in 
phyfic; but they did not dictate to my 
taſte in letters, or my judgment in philo- 
ſophy. Ignorance I can bear without 
emotion; but the affectation of learning 

gives me a fit of the ſpleen. | 

I make indeed but an aukward figure 
among them; for I am forced, by repre- 
ſenting my uncle, to ſee a number of our 
family friends, whom I never; heard of. 
Theſe good people, however, bear with 
\ © me wonderfully, and 1 am not laughed at, 

as you predicted, | 7 
WG 11 


5 
1 


JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. 25 
But they ſometimes peſter me with 
their civilities. It is their principle, that 
a man cannot be happy alone; and they 
tire me with their company, out of pure 
good-nature. I have endeavoured to un- 
deceiye them: the greater part do not 
underſtand my hints; thoſe who do, re- 
preſent me a ſour ungractous being, 
whom Spain has taught pride and ſullen- 
neſs. This is well, and I hope the opi- 
nion will propagate itſelf apace. One 
muſt be ſomewhat hated, to be independ- 
ent of folly. . G 
I) here is but one of my neighbours, 
whoſe temper I find at all congenial to 
my own. He has been taught by Miſ⸗ 
fortune to be ſerious; for that I love 
him; but Misfortune has not taught 
him to be humble: for this I love him 
the more. There is a pride which be* 
comes every man; a poor man, of all 
others, ſhould poſleſs it. 1 INT 

| His name is Pierre de Roubign'. His 
family of that rank, which is perhaps 
always neceſſary to give a fixed liberality- 
of ſentiment. From the conſequences of 
an unfortunate law-fuit, his circumſtances 
became ſo involved, that he was obliged 
to ſell his paternal eſtate, and retire to a 
{mall purchaſe he had made in this pro- 
yince, which is ſituated in the midſt f 
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26 JULIA DE ROUBIGNE, 


my territories here. My ſteward pointed 
it out to me, as a thing it was proper for 
me to be maſter of, and hinted, that its 
owner's circumſtances were ſuch as might 


induce him to part with it. Such is the 


language of thoſe devourers of land, who 


wiſh to make a wilderneſs around them, 


provided they .are lords of it. For my 
part, I find much leſs pleaſure in being 
the maſter of acres, than the friend of 
men. | " Tp 

From the particulars of Monſ. de Rou- 
bigneE's ſtory, which I learned ſoon after 
I came hither, I was extremely ſollicitous 
of his acquaintance; but I found it not 
eaſy to accompliſh my deſire, the diſtance 
which great minds preſerve in adverſity, 
ing him ſecluded from the world. 


WP 
By humouring that delicacy, which ruled 


him in his acceptance of a new acquaint- 
ance, I have at laſt ſucceeded. He ad- 
mits me as his gueſt, without the cere- 
mony which the little folks around us 
oblige me to endure from them. He 


does not think himſelf under the neceſ- 


ſity of eternally talking to entertain me ; 
and we ſometimes ſpend a morning toge- 
ther, pleaſed with each other's ſociety, 
though we do not utter a dozen ſenten- 


His 


\ 2 
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His youth has been enlightened by let- 
ters, and informed by travel; but what 
is ſtill more valuable, his mind has been 
early impreſſed with the principles of 
manly virtue: he is liberal in ſentiment, 
but rigid in the feelings of honour. 

Were I to mark his failings, I might 
obſerve a degree of peeviſhneſs at man- 
kind, which, though mankind may de- 
ſerve, it is the trueſt independence not 
to allow them. He feels that chagrin at 
his ſituation, which conſtitutes the victory 
of Misfortune over us——but I have not 
known Misfortune, and' am therefore not 
entitled to obſerve it. e 

His family conſiſts of a wife and daugh- 
ter, his only ſurviving child, who are 
equally eſtimable with himſelf. I have 
not, at preſent, time to deſcribe them. 1 
have given you this ſketch of him, be- 

cauſe I think he is ſuch a man as might 
be the friend of my Segarva. There are 
ſo few in this 'trifling world, whoſe mu- 
tual excellence deſerves mutual. eſteem, 
that the intervention-of an hugdred leagues 
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1 N to you, in my laſt, the fa- 
ther of that family, whoſe acquaintange 
I have . chiefly cultivated ſince I came 
hither, His wife and. daughter I pro- 
miſed to deſcribe——at leaſt ſuch a pro- 
_ miſe was implied——perhaps I find plea- 
ſure-in deſcribing them i have time 
enough at leaſt for the deſcriptiontomerbut ; 
no matter for the cauſe. 

Madame de Roubigne has Rill the re- 
mains of a fine woman; and, if I may | 
credit a picture in her huſband's Pole. 
Gon, was in her youth remarkably hs. 1 
ſome, She has now a fort of ſtillneſs in- 
her look, which ſeems the effect of reſig || 

nation in adverſity. Her countenance | 
bears the marks of a forrow, which we do 
not ſo much pity as revere; ſhe. has 
has fi to - calamity, while her huſpand 


as ſtruggled under its preſſure, and hence 
has acquired a compoſure, which renders} 
that uneaſineſs I remarked in him more! 
obſervable by the contraſt. I have been 


imd of one particular, which, be- 
ſides 


A, m5... 5. 1 
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ſides the difference of fe; may, in & great 
meaſure,” account for this. She brought 


Roubigné a very conſiderable | fortune, 
the greateſt part of which was ſpent in 


that unfortunate law-ſuit 1 mentioned. 
A conſciouſneſs of this makes 'the huſ- 


band inpatient under their preſent cir- 
cumſtances, from the very principle of 
generoſity, which leads the wife to appear 


Contented. 


In her converſation ſhe is guided by 
the fame evenneſs of temper. She talks 
of the world as of a ſcene where ſhe is a 
ſpectator merely, in which there is fotne- 
ing for virtue to praiſe, for charity to 
ardott; arid fmooths the f. pleen of her 


huſband's abſervations by ods palliative. 


won which experience has taught 
. f 


One conſolation fhe has ever at add 
Religlon, the friend of Calamity, ſhe had 


; cultivated in her moſt proſperous days. 


Affliction, however, has not driven her 
to emhuſiaſm; her feelings of devotion 
are mild and fecret, her expreſſion gentle 
and charitable. | have always obſerved 
your outrageouſly religious, ' amidſt their 
ſeverity to their neighbours; manifeſt” a 
Aromen with themſelves; fpirits like 


m re Madame de Roubignẽ's have that inward 


peare which is eaſily ſatisfied with others. 
C 3 The 


30 JULIA DE ROVBIGN E. 
The rapturous blaze of devotion is more 


allied o vanity than to happineſs; like 


the torch of the great, it diſtreſſes its 
owner, while it flarnes in the eye of the 
public; the other, like the kult light of 
the cottager, cheers the little family with- 
in, while it ſeeks not to be ſeen of the 
World. th. trent paar | 
But her. daughter, her lovely daugh- 
ter '——with all the gentleneſs of a mo- 
ther's diſpoſition, ſhe unites the warmth 
of her father's heart, and the ſtrength of 
her father's | underftanding, Her eyes, 
in their. ſilent Nate (if I may uſe the 
term), give the beholder every idea of 


feminine ſoftneſs; when ſentiment or feel - 


ing. animates them, how eloquent they 


are! When Roubigné talks, ] hate vice, 


and deſpiſe folly ; when his wife ſpeaks, 


I pity both; but the muſic of Julia's 


tongue gives the throb of virtue to my 
heart, and lifts my ſoul to ſomewhat ſus 
ferhuman. el, e word; ft 

1. mention not the graces of her form; 


yet they are ſuch as would attract the ad- 


miration-of thoſe, by whom the beauties 
of her mind might not be underſtood. In 
one as well as the other, there is a re- 
markable conjunction of tenderneſs with 


| dignity ; but her beauty is of that ſort, on 


which. we cannot properly decide inde- 


pendent 8 
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never uninformed by the latter. 9 8 
To the flippancy, which we are apt to 
aſcribe to females of her age, ſhe ſeems 
utterly a ſtranger. Her diſpoſition in- 
deed appears to lean, in an uncommon 
degree, towards the ſerious. Yet ſhe 


3 it looks like a conqueſt over the natural 
3 penſiveneſs of her mind. This melan- 


ſuch, that none but thoſe, who are totally 


ed on it with indifference. 1 80 

It is only indeed, when ſhe would con- 
fer happineſs on others, that ſhe ſeems 
perfectly to enjoy it. The ruſtics around 
us talk of her affability and good-hu- 
mour with - the livelieſt gratitude; and I 


3 ſhe diſpenſed mirth and gaiety to ſome 
d- poor families in our neighbourhood, with 


ies a countenance as cheerful as the moſt 


In unthinking of them all. At thoſe ſea» 
re- ſons I have been tempted from the gra- 
ith IF vity natural to me, and borrowed from 
on trifles a temporary happineſs. Had you 
de- ſeen me yeſterday dancing in the nadſt 

ö eee of 


pendent of the ſoul, becauſe the firſt is 


breaks forth at times into filial attempts 
at gaiety, to amuſe that diſquiet which 
Z ſheobſerves in her father; but even then 


choly might be held a fault in Julia; 
but the fortune of her family has been 


exempted from thinking, could have look- 


have been witneſs to ſeveral ſcenes, where 
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of a band of grape-gatherers, you would 
have dien r Four of bnt 1 
_ danced with Julia. 
Il arm called from my deſcription by the 
| approach of her whom J would deſcribe. 
tf Her father has ſent his ſervant to inform 
me, that his wife and daughter have 
agreed to accompany him in a walk, as 
far as to a farm of mine, where 1 have 
ſet about trying ſome experiments in 
agriculture, Roubigué is ſkilful in thoſe 
things: as for me, I know I ſhall loſe 
money by them; but it will not be loſt to 
the public; and if I can even ſhew what 


for the good of my neighbours. Methinks 
too, if Julia de RoubigneE would pro- 
mite to come and look at them But 1 

ſie their family from my window. Fare · 
3 
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Julia to Maria. 


OU rally me on the ſubject of the 
count de Montauban, with that vi- 
vacity which I have ſo often envied you 
the poſſeſſion of. You ſay, you are ſure, 
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bleſſing, in a remote province, where 


this tif, cruſty, honourable Spaniard; to 
teaſe and make a fool of!“ 1 have no 
thoughts of ſuch amuſemem, and there- 
fore I do not like him vaſtly; but, I con- 
= feſs, ! begin to like him better than I 
did. He has loſt much of that ſtern- 
= neſs (dignity, my father calls it), which 


* 


you ſhould like him vaſtly. * What a 


one is in danger of dying of enaui, to have 


uſed to chill me when J approached him. 


He can talk of common things in a com- 
mon way; and but yeſterday he danced 


happy at the fmall expence of ſharing 


firſt feemed foreign to the man; but he 
did not, as I have ſeen ſome of your wiſe 
people do, take great credit for letting 

imſelf down ſo low. He did it with a 
deſign of frankneſs, though ſome of his 
native loftineſs remained in the exe- 
=_— es. 77H 1-7-7 1175 

We are much in his debt on the ſeore 
of domeſtic happineſs. He has become 
ſo far one of the family as to be welcome 
_ at all times, a privilege. he makes very 
vi- frequent uſe of; and we find ourſelves 
on © f much at eaſe with him, that we never 

| |F think even of talking more than we 


with me or the green, amidſt a troop of 
honeſt ruſties, whom 1 wiſhed to make 


their happineſs. All this, I allow, at 
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chuſe, to entertain him; He will fit for 


an hour at the table where I am working, 
with no other amuſement than that of 
twiſting ſhreds of my catgut into whimſi- 
cal figures. ES EAE rtf; Oh 

I think that he alfo is not the worſe 
for our ſociety ; I ſuppoſe him the hap- 


pier for it from the change in his ſen- 


timents of others. He often diſputes 
with my father, and will not allow the 
world to be altogether ſo bad as he uſed 
to do. My father, who can now be 


merry at times, jokes him on his apo- 


ſtaev. He appealed to me this morn- 
ing for the truth of his argument. 1 
told him, I was unable to judge, becauſe 


I knew nothing of the world. And 


yet (replied he gallantly), it is from you 


one ſhould learn to think better of it: 


I never knew, till I came hither, that it 
contained any thing ſo valuable as Ma- 
demoiſelle de Roubigné.“ I think, he 
looked fooliſh when he paid me this 
compliment. I curtſied, with compo» 
ſure enough. It is not from men like 
Montauban that one bluſhes at a compli- 
ment. Cans | 

Beſides the general addition to our 
g-0d-humour, his ſociety is particularly 


uſcFal to me. His diſcourſe frequently 
turns on ſubjects, from the diſcuſſion of 
| which, 
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which, though I am ſomewhat afraid to 
engage in it, I always find myſelf the 
wil Amidſt the toils of his military. 
life, Montauban has contrived to find. 
leiſure for the purſuit of very. extenſive. 
and uſeful knowledge. This, though 
little ſolicitous to diſplay, he is always 
ready to communicate; and, as he finds 
me willing to be inſtructed, he ſeems to 
find a pleaſure in inſtructing me. 

My mother takes every opportunity of 
encouraging this fort of converſation. You 
have often heard her ſentiments on the 
mutual advantage of ſuch intercourſe be- 
tween the ſexes. You will remember her 
frequent mention of a male friend, who 
died ſoon after her marriage, from whom, 
ſhe has told us, ſhe derived moſt of the 
little accompliſhment her mind can boaſt 
of. Men (ſhe uſed to ſay) though 
they talk much of their friends, are ſel- 
dom bleſt with a friend. The nature of 
that compamonſhip, which they miſtake 
for friendſhip, is really deſtructive of its 
exiſtence; becauſe the delicacy of the 
laſt ſhrinks from the rude touch of the 
former ; and that, however pure in their 


own ſentiments, the ſociety which they 


fee each other hold with third perſons, is 
too groſs, not to break thoſe tender links, 
which are abſolutely eſſential to friend- 

| ſhip- 


I > 
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ſhip. Girls (ſhe faid) eaſily form a con- 


nexion of a more refined ſort ; but as it 


commonly begins with romance, it ſel- 
dom outlaſts the years of childhood, ex- 


. cept when it degenerates into cabal and 


mtrigue; but that the friendip of one 
of each ſex, when ſo circumſtanced as to 


de diſtant from love (which fhe affirmed 


might be the cafe), has that combination 
of ſtrength and delicacy which is equally 
formed to improve and delight.” 8 

There may be much reaſon in her ar- 
guments; but I cannot, notwithſtanding 
my efteem for him, eafily think of Mon- 


tauban as my friend. He has not yet 


quite obliterated the fears I felt on our 
firſt acquaintance. He has, however, 
done much to conquer them; and if, he 


— 


goes on as he has begun, I know not 


what in time he may arrive at. Mean 


time 1 am contented with Maria: our 


friendſhip has at leaſt endured beyond the 
period aſſigned by my mother. Shall it 
not always endure? I know the anſwer 
which your heart will make—mine throbs 
while 1 think of it, | 


LETTER 


cant: I can be employed in marking the 
its progreſs, nor even tell why its progreſs I 
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Mont auban ta Segar va. 


* O U complain of my filence. In 
truth I have nothing to ſay but to 
repeat, what is very unneceſſary, my aſ- 
furances of friendſhip to Segarva. M 

life is of a fort that produces nothing; F 
mean in recital. To myſelf it is not va- 


growth of a ſhrub ; but I canot deſcribe d 


eaſes me. | en 
If the word ſociety is confine to our 
own L E enjoy very little of it. 1! 
ſhould except that of the family I gave 
you an account of ſome time ago. I fear! 
am too often with them ; I frequently 
refolve to be buſy at home'; but I have 


picture of Roubignẽ's parlour preſents 
Hſelf, and 1 think that 2 buſineſs may 
wait till to-morrow. b 6 

1 bluſh to tell you what a fool F am 
grown; or is it that I am nearer the truth 7 
than formerly? I begin to entertain doubts : 
of my own. dignity, and to think that 
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ether formed for the ſu- 
One can 


38 
man is not alt 
blime place I uſed to allot him. 
be very hap 
than very wiſe: I have diſcovered this at 


RoubigneE's. It is but conquering the 
name of trifles, which our pride would 
give things, and my hours at Roubigne's 
are as. importantly filled up as any em- 
ploy ment could make them. _ 
After all, what is our boaſted philo- 
ſophy to ourſelves or others? Its conſe- 


quence is often borrowed, more from the 


language it ſpeaks, than the object it pur- 
ſues, and its attainments valued, more 
from their difficulty, than their uſeful- 


neſs. But life takes its complexion from 


inferior things; and providence has wiſe- 


ly placed its real bleſſings within the reach 


of moderate abilities We look for a 
ſtation beyond them; it is fit that we too 
ſhould have our reward; and it is found 
in our vanity. It is only from this cauſe, 


that I ſometimes bluſh, as if 1 were un- 


worthily employed, when I feel myſelf 
happy in doing nothing at Mont. de 
Roubigne's fire-ſide. 


Vet do not ſuppoſe that we are always 


employed in talking of trifles : She has a 


mind no leſs capable of important re- 
_ ſearch, of exalted ſentiment.— | 


/ 


Lam 


y with much leſs trouble, 


% 
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4 am haſtily called away ;—it faves you 
the (continuation of a very dull letter, I 
ſend this, ſuch as it is, more as a title to 
receive one from you, than that it ſhould 
ſtand for any thing of itſelt. 

| | Farewel. 
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Julia to Maria. 


DIT V me, Maria, pity me ! even that 
& quiet which my letters of late deſcrib- 
ed, which I was contented to call hap= 
pineſs, is denied me. There is a fatality 
which every-where attends the family of 
ae Aptos Roubigns ; N the 
abodes of peace, perplexity purſues it; 
and it is dellineg * 4 new difreſs, from 
thoſe ſcanty ſources to which it looked 
for comfort. 1e 1 dried 
The count de Montauban—why did 
he ſee me ? why did he viſit here? why 
did I liſten to his diſcourſe * though, Hea- 
ven knows. I meant not ta deceive him! 
lie has declared himſelf the lover of 
your Julia !—I own his virtues, I eſteem - 
his character, I know the gratitude too we 
$643, owe 


>, 
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doe him; from all thoſe circuniſtances 
I am doubly diſtreſſed at my fitwation ; 
but it is impoſſible, it is impoſſible that J 
ſhould love him. How could he imagine 
that I ſhould ? or how does he ſtill continue 
to imagine that I may be won to love him? 
I ſoftened my refuſal, becauſe I would 
diſtreſs no man ; Montauban of all men 
the leaſt ; but ſurely it was determined 
enough, to cut off all hopes of my ever 
altering my reſolution. _ 
Should not his pride teach him to ceaſe 
ſuch mortifying ſolicitations? How has 
it, in this inſtance alone, forſaken him? 
Methinks too he has acted ungenerouſly, in 
= Hetting my mother know of his addreſſes. 
When | hinted this, he fell at my feet, 
and intreated me to forgive à paſſion fo 
earneſt as his, for calling in every poſſible 
aſſiſtance. Cruel! that, in this tendereft 
concern, that ſex which is naturally fee- 
ble, ſhould have other weakneſſes to 
combat beſides its own. - 
1 know my mother's gentleneſs too well 
o have much to fear from her; but the 
idea of my father's diſpleaſure is terrt- 
ble. This morning, when I intreated my 
mother not to mention this matter to 
him, ſne informed me of her having al- 
ready told him. It was an affair, ſhe 
ſaid, of ſo much importance to his 2 
mix, 
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mily, that ſhe durſt not venture to con- 
ceal it. There was ſomething in the coul - 


neſs of her words that hurt me; but I 


ſtifled the anſwer which J was about to 
make, and only obſerved, that of that fa- 
mily I was the neareſt concerned. You 
ſhall judge for yourſelf, my dear girl, 
(faid ſhe, reſuming the natural gentleneſs. 
of her manner) Iwill never pretend to 
controul your affections. Your' opinions 


I always hold it my duty to guide; ex- 


perience, dearly bought perhaps, has 
iven me ſome title to guide them. Be- 
_—_ me, _— are dreams pol TO 
affection, which are apt to young 
minds, the reality of Thich is not to bs 
found in nature, I do not blame o 
for doubting this at preſent; but the time 
will come when you ſhall be convinced f 
its truth.” | e He ur 
Is it fo, Maria? Shall that period ever 
arrive when my preſent feelings ſhall 
be forgotten ? But, 1f it ſhould, are they 
not zow my conſcience, and ſnould I not 
be unjuſt to Montauban and myſelf, 
were I to act againſt them? 1 


g | V „ Fo 


I have ſeen my father. He came into 
my room in his uſual way, and aſked me, 


if 
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if I choſe to walk with him. His words 
were the ſame they were wont to be ; but 
I could difcover that his thoughts were 


different. He looked on me with a de- 


termined countenance, as if he prepared 
himſelf for contradiction. I concealed 
my uneaſineſs, however, and attended 
him with that appearance of cheerful- 


neſs, which I make it a point of duty to 


wear in his preſence. He ſeemed to have 
expected . ſomething different; for I ſaw 


he was ſoftened from that hoſtility, may 
I call it, of aſpect, which he had aſſumed 
at firſt, and, during our walk, he ex- 


preſſed himſelf to me with unuſual ten- 


derneſs. Alas! too much ſo, Maria! 


Why am I obliged to offend him? When 


he called me the ſupport and ſolace of 


his age; when he bleſſed Heaven for leav- 
ing him, in the worſt of his misfortunes; 
his Julia to comfort him—why could I 
not then, . amidſt my filial tears, when 
my heart ſhould have poured itſelf out in 
duty and gratitude, why could I not then 
aſſure him of its obedience? © 
Write to me, for pity's ſake, write to 
me ſpeedily——Afſiſt me, counſel me, 
guide me—but ſay not that I ſhould liſten 
to Montauban. 1 
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Montauban 10 Segarva. Cs 


J Sit down to write to Segarva, with 
L the idea of his preſence at the time, 
and the idea was wont to be a pleaſant 
one ; it is now mixed with a ſort of un- 
eaſineſs, like that which a man feels, 
who has offended, and would aſk to be 
forgiven. The: conſciouſneſs. of what I 
mean by this letter to reveal, . hangs like 


| 7 upon my mind; therefore it is that 


have ſo long delayed 7 1 of If you 
ſhall think it weakneſs— vet I know not 
how I can bear chiding on this point. 
But why ſhould I doubt of your ap- 
proving it? Our converſations on the 
ſex 8 juſt, but they touch not 
15 e Roubigne. Could my. friend 
but ſee, but know her, I ſhould, need 
no other advocate to excuſe the change 


of my ſentiments. | 


Let me tell him then of my paſſion for 
that lovelieſt of women; that it has 


1 me to offer her a hand, which, | 
e has ſometimes heard me declare, ſhould 


never give away my freedom. This 


ſounded 


a gaiaſt it. 
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ſounded like ſomething manly, but it 
was, in truth, a littleneſs of ſoul. He 
who pauſes in the exerciſe of every 
better affection of the heart, till he cal- 
culates the chances of danger or of ridi- 
cule, is the verieſt of cowards; but the 
reſolution, though frequently made, is 
ſeldom or never adhered to; the voice 
of nature, of wiſdom, and of virtue is 
To acquire ſuch a friend as Julia de 
Roubigti&=but friend is a word infignt- 


WT ficant of the connexion—to have one 


ſoul, one fate with her! to participate 
her happineſs, to ſhare her griefs! to be 
that ſingle Being to whom, the next to 
Divinity, ſhe+ pours out the feelings of her 
Heart, to whom ſhe ſpeaks the gentleſt of 
her wiſhes, to whom ſhe ſighs the moſt 
delicate of her fears! to grant thofe wiſhes, 
b ſooth thoſe fears! to have ſuch a wo- 
man (Eke our guardian angel without 
His ſuperiority) to whom we may un- 


doſom our own! the creation of plea- 


fares is little; this is a creation of ſoul 


to enjoy them! 


1 Call not mine the language of dating 


love; I am confident how much reaſon is 
en my ſide, and will now Hear Segarva 
with CC 


He 
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He will tell me of that faſcinating 
power which women poſſeſs when they 

would win us, which fades at once from 
the character of wife. — But | know 

Julia de Roubigné well ; ſhe has grown 
up under the eye of the beſt of parents, 
unſchooled in the practices of her ſex ; 
ſhe is ignorant of thaſe arts of deluſion. 
which are taught by the ſociety of wo- 
men of the world, I have had oppor- 


tunities of ſeeing her at all ſeaſons, and ? 


in every attitude of mind. - Her ſoul is 
too gentle for the touch of art; an effort 
at deceit would bring it even to torture. 
He will remind me of the diſparity of 
age, and tell me of the danger of her af- 
fections wandering from one, whom, on 
compariſon with herſelf; ſhe will learn to 
think an old man.—But Julia is of an 
order cf beings ſuperior to thoſe whom 
external form, and the trifling language 
of gallantry, can attract. Had ſhe nt 4 
flippancy of mind which thoſe ſhallow | 
qualities are able to allure, I think, Se- 


garva, ſne were beneath the election of 


ontauban. 4} | 
I remember our former converſations on 


the ſubject of marriage, when we were bot 


on one ſide; and that, then, yaw obſerved 


in me a certain wakeful jealoufy of ho- A 


nour, which, you ſaid, the ſmile of- a 
1 3 wife 
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wife on another man would rouſe into 
diſquiet ——Perhaps I have been ſome- 
times too haſty that way, in the ſenſe of 
Wl affronts from men; but the nicety of a 
ul ſoldier's character, which muſt ever be 
cout of the reach of queſtion, may excuſe 
it. I think I never ſhewed ſuſpicion of 
my friends; and why to this lovely one, 
the delicacy' of whoſe virtue I would 
WH vouch againſt the world, ſhould I be more 
unjuſt than to others? — There is no fiend 
ſo malicious, as to breathe detraction 
againſt my ſulia. e OL LBC Þ 
In ſhort, I have canvaſſed all your ob- 
jections, and, I think, I have anſwered 
them all. Forgive me for ſuppoſing you 
to make them ; and forgive me when I 
tell you that, while I did ſo, methought 
J loved you leſs than I was wont to do. 
But I am anticipating bleſſings, which 
may never arrive; for the gentleſt of 
her ſex is yet cruel to Montauban. But, I 
_ truſt, it is only the maiden coyneſs of a 
mind naturally fearful. She owned her 
eſteem, her friendſhip ; theſe are poor to 
the returns I aſk: but they muſt be ex- 
changed for ſentiments more tender, they 
muſt yield to the ardour of mine. They 
muſt, they ſhall : 1 feel my heart expand 
with a glad forebuding, that tells it of 
| e + Pe 
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happineſs to come. While T enjoy it, I 


wiſh for ſomething more: let me hear 
then that my Segarva enjoys it too. 


C 
Julia to Maria. 
VO know not the heart of your Ju- 
lia ; yet impute it not to a want of 


confidence in your friendſhip. Its per- 
plexity is of a nature ſo delicate, that I 


am ſometimes afraid even to think on it 


myſelf; and often, -when I meant to re- 
veal it to you, my utterance failed in the 


_ attempt. - 


The character you have heard of the 
count de Montauban is juſt; it is per- 
haps even leſs than he merits ; for his 


virtues are of that unbending kind, that 


does not eaſily ſtoop to the opinion of the 
world; to which the world, therefore, is 


not profuſe of its eulogium. I revere his 
= virtues, I eſteem his good qualities; but 


I cannot love him.—-This muſt be my 
anſwer to others: But Maria has a right 


to e more; ſhe may be told my 


weakneſs, 


for her friendſhip can pity and 
Jupport it, 


5 Learn 


ail 
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ow 


not common to all; 


cheriſh. Alas 
that 


only to relate; 


JULIA DE ROUBIGNE. 
Learn then that I have not 4 heart to 


beftow,——I bluſh even while I write this 
confeſſion.—· Vet to love merit like Sa- IF 


villon's, cannot be criminal. Why then 


1 05 bluſh again, when I think of reveal - 


R 
You have ſeen him at Belville; alas | you 
know not his worth; it is not eaſy to know 


it. Gentle, modeſt, retired from notice, 


—it was the lot of your Julia to diſcover 
it, She prized it the more, that it was 
and while ſhe looked 
on it as the child of her own obſervation, 
it was vanity. to know, it was virtue to 
ſhe was unconſcious of 
period, when it ceaſed to be virtue, 
and grew into paſſion 

But whither am [I wandering ? I meant 
but our feelings ſpeak 
for themſelves, e we can tell why 
we feel. 

Savillon's father and mine were friends; 


his father was unfortunate, and mine was 


the friend of his misfortune; hence 
aroſe a ſort of dependence on the one 
ſide, which, on the other, I fear, was 


never entirely forgotten, have ſome- 


times obſerved this weakneſs in my fa- 
ther ; I the pride that leads to virtue 


ws doned. He thinks of a man 
is inferior only that he may do him 
A kind- 


— 
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8 kindneſs 'thore freely. Savillon's fami- 


y, indeed, was not ſo noble as his mind; 
father warmly acknowledged the ex- 
Sener of the laſt; but he had been 
taught, from earlieſt infancy, to conſider 
à misfortune the want of the former. 
After the death of old Savillon, my 


7 father's Friendſhip and protection were 


transferred to bis ſon; the time he could 


; fpare from ſtudy, was commonly ſpent at 


elvifle. He appeared to feel in his ff. 
tuation that dependence I mentioned; in 
mean ſouls, this produces ſervility; in li- 
beral minds, it is the nurſe of hotiurable 


pride. There was a filent melaticholy 


about Savillon, which diſdained the no- 


= tice of ſuperficial obſervers, and was never 


ſatisfied with ſuperficial acqutrement. 


4 His endowments did not attract the eye 
of tlie world; but they fixed the eſteem 
and admiration of His Friends. His friends 


indeed were few; and he ſeemed not to ; 


4 with them many. 


To know fuch a man; to ſee his merit; 


| fo regret that yoke which Fortune bad 


laid upon him I am bewildered in fen- 
timent again. — In truth, my ſtory is the 
ſtory of ſentiment. I would tell you 
how I began to love Savillon; but 5 


we oy which I now mark the PIE 


Vor. a 
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of this attachment, are too little for dee 
ſexiption. „ ao of 36 n e ee 

We were frequently together, at that 
time of life when a boy and girl are not 
alarmed at being together. Savillon's ſu- 


perior attainments made him a ſort of 


maſter for your ] ulia. He uſed to teach 


me ideas; ſometimes he flattered me, by 


ſaying that, in his turn, he learned from 
me. Our feelings were often equally. diſ- 
guſted with many of the common no- 


tions of mankind, and we early: began to 


form a league againſt them. We began 
with an alliance of argument; but the 
heart was always appealed to in the laſt 
W111 ri i ge 
The time at laft came, when I began 
to fear ſomething improper in our friend» 
ſhip ; but the 4. that ſhould guard, 
betray us. They make pictures to our 


fancy, which the reaſon they call to their 


aſſiſtance cannot overcome. In my ram- 


 bles . the woods at Belyille, 1 
have often turned into à different walk 


from that I firſt deſigned to take, be- 


cauſe I ſuſpected Savillon was there 
Alas! Maria, an ideal Savillon attended 


me, more dangerous than the real. 
But it was only from his abſence I ac- 

quired a certain knowledge of myſelf. I 

remember, on the eve of his departure, 
2 WS 
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we were walking in the garden ; my fa- 
ther was with us. He had been com- 
mending ſome carnation ſeeds, which he 


had juſt received from an eminent floriſt 
at Verſailles. Savillon -was examining 
ſome of them, which my father had put 


into his hand ; and ſoon after, when we 
came to a ſmall plot, which 1 uſed to 
call my garden, he ſowed a few of them 
in a particular corner of it. I took little 
notice at the time; but not long after he 
was. gone, the flowers began to appear. 


You cannot eaſily imagine the effect this 


trifling circumſtance had upon me. I 
uſed to viſit the ſpot by ſtealth, for a cer- 
tain conſcious feeling prevented my going 


openly thither, and watched the growth 


of thoſe carnations with the eare of a pa- 
rent for a darling child; and when they 
began to droop (I bluſn, Maria, to tell 


it) J have often watered them with my 


tears. f 
Such is the account of my own feel- 
ings; but who ſhall tell me thoſe of Sa- 


villor? IT have ſeen him look ſuch 


things !——but, alas! Maria, our wiſhes 
are traitors, and give us falſe intelligence. 
His foul is too noble to pour itſelf out in 
thoſe trivial ſpeeches which the other ſex 
often addreſſes to ours. Savillon knows 
not the language of compliment ; yet 

" WH methinks 
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methinks from Savillon it would pleafe. 
May not a ſenſe of his humble fortune 


prevent him from fpeaking what he feels? 


When we were firſt acquainted, Julia de 
Roubigne was a name of ſomè conſe- 
quence ; fallen as ſhe now 1s, it ts now 
her time to be haughty, and Savillon is 
too generous to think otherwiſe. , In our 
moſt exalted eſtate, my friend, we are 
not ſo difficult to win,-as we are ſometimes 
imagined to be: it unfortunately happens, 
that the beſt men think us the moſt ſo. 

I know I am partial to my own caufe; 


yet J am ſenſible of all the impropriety ä 


with which my conduct is attended. My 
conduct, did I call it? It is not my con- 
duct; I err but in thought.' Yet, I fear, 
{ ſuffered theſe thoughts at firſt without 
alarm. They have. grown up, uncheck- 
ed, in my boſom, and now I would con- 
troul them in vain. Should I know my- 
ſelf indifferent to Savillon, would not my 


pride fet me free? I ſigh, and dare not 


fay that it would. 
But there is ſomething tenderer and 
leſs tumultuous in that feeling with which 
- l now remember him, than when his pre- 
fence uſed to alarm me. Obliged to 
leave France, where Fortune had denied 
him an inheritance, he is gone to Mar- 
tinique, on the invitation of an = 
who 
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who has been ſeveral yea; ſettled in that 
iſland. When I think of the track of 
ocean which ſeparates us, my head grows 
dizzy as I think !—that this little heart 
ſhould have its intereſts extended ſo fat! 
that, on the other ſide of the Atlantic, 
there ſhould exiſt a being, for whom it 
ſwells with imaginary hope, and trembles, 
alas! much oftner trembles, with imagi- 
nary fear! | 
In ſuch a ſituation, wonder not at my 
coldneſs to Montauban. I know not how 
It is; but, methinks, I eſteem him lefs 
than I: did, from the prepoſterous reaſon, 
that he loves me when I would not have 
him. I owe him gratitude in return, 
though I cannot give him love; but I in- 
voluntarily refuſe him the firſt, becauſe 
he aſks the latter, which I have not to be- 
ſtow! 
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Would that he had never ſeen your 
7 | r I expect not a life of happineſs; 
1 ut-had looked for one of quiet. There is 
ſomething in the idea even of peaceful 
ſadneſs, which 1 could bear without re- 


d pining ; but I am not made for ſtruggling 
h with perplexity. 8 . 
D3 _ GETTER 
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LET T2 


Julia to Marisa. 


ROM your letters, Maria, I always 
find comfort and ſatisfaction: and 
never did one arrive more ſeaſonably than 
the laſt. When the ſoul is torn by con- 
trary emotions, it is then we wiſh for a 
friend to reconcile us to ourlſelyes: ſuch 


a friend am I bleſſed with in you. Ad- 


vice from my Maria is the language of 
wiſdom without its ſeverity; ſhe can feel 
what is due to nature, while ſhe ſpeaks 
what 1s required of prudence. 

I have ever thought as you do, © that 
it is not enough for a woman not to ſwerve 
from the duty of a wife; that to love an- 
other more than a huſband, is an adul- 


tery of the heart; and not to love a huſ- 


band with undivided affection, is a virtual 


breach of the vow that unites us.“ 
But 1 dare not own to my father the 


attachment_from which theſe * 


are drawn. There is a ſternneſs in his 
idea of honour, from which I ſhrink with 
affright. Images of vengeance and de- 

ſtruction 


merly at Belville. Muſt I go then, and 


— 
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ſtruction paint themſelves to my mind, 
when 1 think of his diſcovering that 
weakneſs which I cannot hide from my- 
ſelf. Even before my mother, as his 
wife, I tremble, and dare not diſcloſe it. 
How hard is the fate of your Julia! 
Unhappy from feelings which ſhe che- 
riſhed' as harmleſs, which ſtill ſhe cannot 
think criminal, yet denied even the com- 
fort of revealing, except to her Maria, 
the cauſe of her diſtreſs! Amidſt the 


wreck of our family's fortunes, I ſhared _ 


the eommon ealamity; muſt I now be 
robbed of the little treaſure I had ſaved, 
ſpoiled of my peace of mind, and forbid 

e native freedom: of my affeQtions? 


* * ” 
' 


J am called to dinner. One of our 
neighbours is below, a diſtant relation of 
Montauban, with his wife and daughter. | 
Another ſtranger, Liſette ſays, is alſo 
there, a captain' of a ſhip, ſhe thinks, 
whom ſhe remembers having feen for- 
look unmeaning cheerfulneſs; and talk 
indifferent things, while my heart is torn 
with ſecret agitation? To feel diſtreſs, 
is painful; but to diffemble it, is tor- 
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J have now. time tq 1 and poten 
to expreſs, my. thoughts Alt is midnight, 
5 5 World, is, huſhed, around me!“ 
After the agitation of this. day, h feel 
foam ething ſilently ſad at my heart, that 
can pour. itſelf out to my friend! 
Savillon ! cruel Sayillon !—but I com- 
plain, as if. it. were falſchqod to have, 
torgatten her. whom, perhaps he never. 
loved. 
on forget him Merian! he, 
of. another. That, ſea-; 

N * dined with my father to- 
day, is juſt returned from "Martitiique. 
With a 2 g heart, pray him queſ- 
tioned of, Savillon. ith a. tipg 

hen heard him tell of the E 
ſajd 705 have acquired: hy the pe 
that relatign,-with whom. he 175 but 
judge of its ſenſations, 9 — he added, 
that 42lion, was only r 12 that 
event, from, Uh ba laughter of. a 
rich. planter, who, had 1 — 1 ined for 
hi wife on; the. very day his uncle died, 
and. whom he was ſtill to marry. 9 — 48, 
decency would. permit.“ Andi before 


4 
412 * 


ö 


3- 
w 4 


JULIA DE ROUBIONEY. 57 
this time (ſaid the ſtranger), he muſt be 


her huſband.” 
While I was che- 


Before this time! 
riſhing romantic hopes! or, at leaſt, 
while, amidſt my diſtreſs, I had preſerv- 
ed inviolate the idea of, his faith and my 
own._—}But: whither does this deluſion 
carry me? Sayillon has broken no faith; 


to me he never 8 it. Hide me, 


my friend, from the conſciouſneſs of my 
folly, or let it ſpeak till its expiation be 
made, till I have baniſhed Savillon from 


my mind. a 


Muſt I then baniſh him from my mind? 
Muſt I forget the ſcenes of our early 
days, the opinions we formed, the au- 
thors we read, the muſic we played toge- 
ther? There was a time when I was wont 
to retire. from the profanity of vulgar. 
fouls, to indulge the remembrance. 


F heard ſomebody tap, at my- door, I 
was in that ſtate of mind which every 
thing terrifies; I fancy I looked terrified, 
for my mother, when ſhe entered, begged 
me, in a low voice, not to be alarmed. 

l come to ſee you, Julia (ſaid ſhe), 
before I go to bed; methought you. 
looked ill at ſupper.”——** Did I, mam- 

Ss * iy 4 1 ma? 


58 JULIA DE HA0U BINE. 
ma? (ſaid I) I am well enough; indeed 
Iam.” She preſſed my hand gently; E 
tried to ſmile; it was with difficulty I for- 
bore weeping. . 
« Your mind, child (continued my 
mother), is too tender, I fear it is, for 
this bad world. You muſt learn to con- 
quer ſome of its feelings, if you would 
be juſt to yourſelf; but I can pardon: 
you, for I know how bewitching they 
are; but truſt me, my love, they muſt 
not be indulged too far; they poiſon the 
quiet of our lives. Alas! we have too. 
little at beſt! I am aware how ungra- 
- cious the doctrine is; but it is not the lefs: 
true. If you ever have a child like your- 
ſelf, you will tell her this, in your turn, 
and ſhe will not believe you.” 3 

I was now weeping. outright: it was 
the only anſwer I could make. My mo- 
ther embraced me tenderly, and begged 
me to be calm, and endeavour to reſt. 
gave her my promiſe to go ſoon to bed: 
f am about to perform it; but to xeſt, 
Maria !=firewell! | 
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Julia to Maria. 


WW HILE I write, my paper is blotted 


YY by my tears. They fall not now 
for myſelf, but for my father; you know 


not how he has wrung my heart. 


He had another appointment this day 
with that procureur, who once viſited our 
village before. Sure there is ſomething 
terrible in that man's buſineſs; Alas! f 


formerly complained of my father's ill- 
humour, when he returned to us from a 


meeting with him; I knew not, unjuſt 
that I was, what reaſon he then might 
have for his chagrin; I am ftill ignorant 
of their tranſactions, but have too good 
ground for making frightful conjectures. 

On his return in the evening, he found 


my mother and me in ſeparate apartments. 
She has complained of a flight diſorder, 


from cold I believe, theſe two or three 
days paſt, and had lain down on a couch 


in her own room, fill ory father ſhould' 


return. I was left alone, and fat down 
to read my favourite Racine. 


„ Iphigenia ? 


Go JULIA DE, ROVBLGNE. 
> tpbigenis 1- (faid my father, taking 
up the book) Iphigenia!? He looked 
on me piteoufly, as he repeated the word. 
L cannot make you underſtand how much 
that ſingle name expreſſed, nor how much 
that look, He preſſed me to his boſom, 
and as he kiſſed me, I felt a tear on his 
_ cheek. 

„ Your mother is in her own, cham- 
her, my love.” I offered, to, go and 
fetch her: he held my 5 faſt, as 
he would not have me leave him. We 
ſtood: for. ſome. moments thus, til, my, 
mother, who had, heard his voice, enters, 
ed the room. 

We ſat down. by the fire, with. my fa 
ther between us. He looked, on. 15 — 
ternately, with an affeQed cheerf ulneſs, 
and ſpoke of indifferent thin s in a tone, 
af . 780 rather unuſual to him; but it 
Was. 23 4 to ſee. how foreign. thoſe. ap- 


af his.ſoul. - 

There Was, at laſt, x nave. of. ſilence, 
which gave them time to overcome him. 
We ſaw, a, tear, which. he. was unable. 10. 
re preis, begin to ſteal frem his eye. My, 
deareſt life !? ſaid, my, mother, layin 
hold of, his hand and kiſſing it: I pre 
the other in mine. Yes, (ſaid 10) 1 L 

am ftill rich in bleſſings, while theſe are 

b 


ptarances were to the. real movements 


js 
4 

1 
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left me. You, my love, have. ever ſhare& 


my fortune unrepinin up to 
you, as to a ſuperior. Thats who, "i all- 
nefits accepts of, our. gratitude. as: 
the only recompence we have to make. 
Tlus—this laſt: retreat, where. I looked 
for peace at leaſt, though. it was joined: 
to poverty, we. may ſoon be forced to 
leave-!—Wilt: thou. ſtil pardon, ſtill — 4 
fart the man, whole, evil deſtiny. has 
drawn thee along with it to ruin And 
thou too, my child, my julia! thou wilt 
not forſake thy father s grey hairs ! Miſ- 
fortune pur ſues him to the laſt: do thou 
but af my. cherub, and he can bear 
it ſtill.“ I threw my head on his knees, 
and bathed them with my tears. Do 
not unman me (he cried). 1 would ſup- 
Nat my ſituation as, becomes a, man. 
ethinks, for my own, part, I could en- 
dure any thing —but, my wife! my child !- 
can they bear, want and wretchedneſg 1e | 
They can, bear any thing with you,, 
ſaid my. mother,—1. ſtarted, uf. I, know, 
not how.; ; Iſaid ſomething, | (know. not- 
Khat; but, at that moment, 1 felt · my. 
heart rouſed as with the ſound of a trum 
pet, My mother ſtood,on,one ſide, | look- 
ing gently upwards, her. hands, which 
ere claſped together, leaning on my ſa- 
ther's monde; * had cas inn, in his 


ſide, 


62 JULIA DE ROUBTONE“ 
ſide, the other preſſed on his boſom, his 
figure ſeeming to riſe above itſelf, and his 
eye bent ſteadily forward.—Methought, 
as I looked on them, I was above the 
fears of humanity ! rh Bl enyn 
Le Blanc entered. © "Tis enough,” 
ſaid my father, taking one or two ſtrides 
through the room, his countenance ftil} 
_ preſerving an air of haughtineſs. Go. 
to my chamber 15 he to Le Blanc), I 
have ſome buſineſs for you.“ When they 
left the room, I felt the weakneſs of my 


= ſoul return. I looked on my mother: 


ſhe turned from me to hide her tears. I 
fell on her neck, and gave a looſe to 
mine: Do not weep, Julia!” was all 
| ſhe could utter, and ſhe wepd while ſhe 
uttered it. ! e eee 
When Le Blanc returned, he was pale 
as aſhes, and his hands ſhook ſo, that he 
could hardly carry in ſupper. My fa- 
ther came in a few minutes after him: 
he took his place at table in his uſual 
way, and ſtrove to look as he was wont 
to do. During the time of ſupper, I 
obſerved Le Blanc fix his eye upon him; 
and, when he anſwered ſome little que- 
ſtions put to him by my father, his voice 
trembled in his throat. 5 3 
After being left by ourſelves, we were 
for ſome time ſilent. My mother at laſt 
| | rs ſpoke - 
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ſpoke through her tears: Do not, my 
bk Roubigne (ſaid ſhe), add to our 
misfartunes by an unkind concealment 
of them.—Has any new calamity befallen 
us? - When we retired hither, - did we 
not know the worſt ?”—* | am afraid 
not (anſwered he calmly), but my fears 
may not be altogether juſt. Do not be 
alarmed, my love, things may turn out 
better than they appear. I was affected 
too much before ſupper, and could not 
conceal it, There are weak moments, 
when we are not maſters of ourſelves. 
When I looked on my Julia and you, 
when I thought on thoſe treaſures, I was 
a very coward ; but I have reſumed my 
fortitude, and, I think, I can await the 
deciſion calmly. You fhall know the 
whole, my love ; but let me. prevail on 
you to be comforted in the mean time: 
let not our diſtreſſes reach us before their 
time.” He rung for Le Blanc, and gave 
him directions about ſome ordinary mat- 
ters for next day. i 135 
As I went up ſtairs to my room, I 
ſaw that poor fellow ſtanding at the win - 
dow in the ſtair-caſe. What do you 
here (ſaid I), Le Blanc?“ —“ Ah! Miſs 
ulia, (ſaid he), 1 know not well what 
do.“ He followed me into my room, 
without my bidding him. My maſtex 


6⁴ JUL DA DE RO UBAGNE: 
has ſpoken ſo to me. - When he called 


me out before ſupper, as you ſaw, I 
went with him into his cloſet: he wrote 
ſomething: down, as if he were ſumming 


up money. Here are ſo much wages 


due to you, Le Blanc (ſaid he, putting 
the-paper into my. hand). You ſhall re- 
ceive the money now; for I know not 
how long theſe louis may be mine to give 
you, I could not read the figures, I am 
ſure I could not: I-'was-firuck blind, as 
it were, while he ſpoke ſo. He held out 
the gold to me: I drew back; for I 
would nat have touched it for the world: 
but he inſiſted on my taking it, till I fell 
on my knees, and intreated him not to 
kill me by offering ſueh a thing. At 


length he threw it down on his table, 


and I ſaw him wipe his eyes with his 
handkerchief.— My dear maſter  faid 
I, and I believe I took hold of his hand, 
for ſeeing him ſo, made me forget my- 
ſelf.— He waved his hand for me to leave 
the room; and, as I went down into the 
kitchen, if I had not burſt into tears, 
L think I ſhould have fair ted away.” 
What wilt our deſtiny do with us? 
But I have learned; of late, to look on 
miſery. with leſs emotion. My foul has. 
ſunk into a ſtupid indifference, and ſome- 
times, when ſhe is rouſed at all, I con- 
ceive 
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ceive a, ſort, of. pride in meeting diſtreſs 


with, fortitude, ſince 1 cannot hope for 
the attainment of happineſs, But my 
father, Maria — thus to bear at once the 


| weakneſs of age, the gripe of poverty, 
the buffets of a world with which his ſpi- 


* , — 


ſometimes felt from him, riſe up to my 
memory in the form of remorſe. Had 


he been more perfectly indujgent, me- 


thinks J ſhould have pitied him. leſs, 


„...r 


I was alarmed, by hearing my mother's 
bell. She had been. ſeized. with, a ſudden. 
fit of ſickneſs, and had almoſt fainted,. 
She is now, a good deal better, and en- 
deavours to, make light of it; but, at: 
this time, I, am, weaker. than uſual, and; 
every. appearance. of danger frightens me, 


She chid me. for not having been, a-bed, 


1 leave this. qpen, till the mornipg, when: 
can inform you how, ſhe. does. 2 


2 ** · © 


My. mother has gotup, though again 
the advice of my father and; me. m | 
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be fancy, but I think I ſee her eye lan- 
guid and weighed down. I would ſtifle 
even the thoughts of danger, but cannot. 
Farewell. . i 


LB TTR N XBL 
Lifette to Maria, 


 Mapan, 


I A M commanded by my dear young 
1 lady to write to you, becauſe ſhe is 
not in a condition to write herſelf. I am 
. ſure, I am little able either. I have a 
poor head for inditing at any time; 
and, at preſent, it is ſo full of the me- 
lancholy ſcenes I have ſeen, that it goes 
round, as it were, at the thoughts of tell- 
ing them. When I think what a lady I 
have loſt !—To be ſure, if ever there was 
a ſaint on earth, Madame de Roubigne 
was ſhe—but Heaven's will be done! 
I believe Miſs Julia wrote you a letter 
the day ſhe was taken ill. She did not 
ſay much, for it is not her way to be 
troubleſome with her complaints; but 
we all. ſaw. by her looks how —_— 
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ſhe was. That night my maſter lay in a 
ſeparate apartment, "and I ſat up by her 
ded- ſide; I heard her toſſing and reſtleſs 


all night long, and now and then, when 


ſhe got a few moments ſleep, ſhe would 
moan through it ſadly, and preſently 
wake again with a ſtart, as if ſomething 
had frightened her. In the morning a 
phyſician was ſent for, who cauſed” her 
to be blooded, and we thought her the 
better for it ; but that was only for a 
ſhort time, and next night ſhe was worſe 
than before, and complained of violent 
1 all over her body, and particularly 


her breaſt, and did not once ſhut: her 


eyes to ſleep. They took a greater quan- 
tity of blood from her now than at firſt, 
and in the evening ſhe had a bliſter put 
on, and the doctor ſat by her part of the 
night. All this time Miſs Julia was 


ſcarce ever out of her mother's chamber, 


except ſometimes for a quarter of an hour, 
when the doctor begged of her to go, and 
be and I were both attending my lady. 
My maſter, indeed, that laſt night took 
her away, and prevailed on her to my 

1 


off her clothes, and go to bed, an 


heard him ſay to her in a whiſper, when 
they had got upon the ſtairs, My Ju- 
lia, have pity on yourſelf for my ſake: 
let me not loſe both :”—And he wept, 1 

ſaw, 


2 
* 
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faw, as he ſpoke; and ſhe burſt into 
tears. | | | 
The fourth day my lady continued 
much in the ſame way, but during the 
night ſhe wandered a good: deal, and 
{poke much of her huſband and daughter, 
and frequently mentioned the Count de 
Montauban. The doctor ordered ſome 
things, I forget their proper name, to be 
laid to the ſoles of her feet, which ſeemed 
to relieve her head much ; for. ſhe was 
more diſtinct towards morning, and knew 
me when: 1 gave her drink, and called 
me: by my name, which ſhe had not 
done: before, but had taken me for my 
young lady ; but her voice was fainter 
than ever, and: her phyſician looked more 
alarmed, when he viſited: her, than I 
had ſeen. him do all the reſt of her ill- 
neſs. My, maſter was then in the room, 
and preſently. they went out together; 
my lady. called me to her, and aſked! who 
had gone out; when I told her, ſhe ſaid, 
* I gueſs the reaſon; but, Heaven be praiſ- 
ed, I can think of it without terror“ 
Her daughter entered the room juſt 
then; ſte: went up to her mother, and 
aſked how: ſhe found herſelf. More 
at eaſe, my child (faid ſhe), but Iwill not 
_ deceive you into hope; I believe this mo- 
| mentary relief is a fatal ſymptom; my own: 
8 | feelings 
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feelings tell me fo, and the doclor's 
looks confirm them.“ Do not fpeak 
fo, my deareſt mother! for Heaven's fake, 
do not !--was all ſhe could anfwer.. _ 
The do@or returned along with my 
maſter. He felt my lady's pulſe ; Mils 
Julia looked up. wildly in his face: my 
maſter turned aſide his head; but my 
lady, fweet angel, was calm and gentle 
as a lamb. *© Do not flatter me, (ſaid 
ſhe, when the doctor let go her arm ;) 1 
know you think I cannot recover.“ 
am not without hopes, madam (he 
replied) though, I confeſs, my fears are 
ſtronger than my hopes.” My lady 
looked upwards for a moment, as I have 
often feen her do in health. Her daugh- 
ter flung herſelf on the bed ; 1 thought 
ſhe had fallen into a ſwoon, and wanted 
to Jiit her up in my arms, . though I was 
all of a tremble, and could hardly ſup- 
port myſelf. She ſtarted up, and would 
ave ſpoken to her mother; but | ſhe 
wept, and ſobbed, and could not. My 
lady begged her to be compofed; my 
maſter could not ſpeak, but he laid hold 
of her hand, and with a fort of gentle 
force, led her out of the room. : 
My lady complained of a dryneſs on 


her mouth and lips: the doctor gave her 


a glaſs of water, into which he poured a 
| .._- little 
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little ſomewhat out of a phial ; ſhe thank- 
ed him when ſhe had drank it, and 
ſeemed to ſpeak eaſier : he ſaid, he ſhould 
leave her for a little: Monſ. de Roubigne 
came in. Attend my daughter,” ſaid ſhe 
to me; and I thought ſhe wanted to be 
alone with my maſter. 

I found Miſs Jobs in the parlour, 
leaning on the table, her cheek reſting 
on her hand; when I ſpoke, ſhe fell 
a Crying again, Soon after her father 
came in, and told her that her mother 
wiſhed to fee her: ſhe returned along 

with my maſter, and they were ſome time 
together. 8 

When I was called, I found my lady 
very low, by reaſon, as I ſuppoſe, ſhe 
had worn herſelf out in ſpeaking to them. 
The doctor ſaid ſo too, when he returned; 
and in the afternoon, when I attended him 
down ſtairs, he ſaid to me, That excellent 
lady is going faſt.” He promiſed to ſee 
her again in two hours; but, before that 
| time, we found ſhe had grown much 
| worſe, and had loſt her . altogether: 
| fo he was fetched immediately ; and when 
he came, he ſaid nothing was to be done, 
but to make her as eaſy as poſſible, and 
offered to ſtay with her himſelf; which 
he did till abour., three next morning, 
when the dear good lady expired. 1 

Srl er 
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Her daughter fainted away, and it was 
a long time before the phyſician could 
recover her. It is wonderful how my 
maſter bears up, in order to comfort her : 
but one may ſee how heavy his grief is 
on him for all that. This morning Miſs 
Julia deſired me to attend her to the 
chamber, where her mother's corpſe is 
laid. I was ſurpriſed to hear her ſpeak ſo 
calmly as ſhe did; and, though I made 
ſo free as to difſuade her much at firſt, 
yet ſhe perſuaded me ſhe could bear it 
well enough: and I went with her ac- 
cordingly. But when we came near the 
door, ſhe ſtopped, and pulled me back 
into her room, and leaned on my arm, 
and fell into a violent fit of weeping; 
yet, when I begged her to give over 
thoughts of going, ſhe ſaid ſhe was eaſy 
again, and would go. And thus. two or 
three times ſhe went and returned, till, 
at laſt, ſhe opened the door, in deſpe- 
ration, as one may ſay, and I went in 
cloſe behind her. The firſt ſight we ſaw 
was Monſ. de Roubigne at the bed- ſide, 
a, over the corpſe, and holding 
one of its hands in his. © Support me, 
Liſette,” cried ſhe; and leaned back on 
me again. My maſter turned about as 
ſhe ſpoke; his daughter took courage, 
as it were, then, and walked up to the 


— 
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body, and took the hand that her father 
had juſt let drop, and kiſſed it. Mͤy 
child!“ ſaid he. My father!“ an- 
fwered my dear young lady, and they 
clafped one another in their arms. 1 
couſd not help burſting into tears When 


_ 1 ſaw them; yet it was not altogether 


for grief neither: I know not how it waz; 


but 1 weep when I think of it yet. May 


Heaveh bleſs them both, and preferve 


them to ſupport one another 


oe e- . K. 
1 | 


My lady's bell rung, and ſhe aſked 
me if I had written to you. When 1 


told her I had, ſhe enquired if I had 
fent off the letter, and 1 was fain to ſay 


yes, left ſhe ſhould aſk me td read it, 


and 1 knew how bad it muſt be for her, 
to hear all 1 have told your ladyſhip re- 


eated. 1am ſure it is a ſad ferawl, and 


little worth your reading, were it not 
that it concerns fo dear a friend of yours 
as my lady 1s; and I have told things 
juſt as they happened, and as they came 


up to my mind, which is indeed but in 


a cotifaſed way ſtill. But I ever am, 
Madam, with reſpect, 17 „ 979 


Your faithful and obedient fervant, 
FFF 
LETTER 
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Julia to Maria. 


A T laſt, my Maria, I am able to 
- & write. In the ſad ſociety of my 
afflicted father, I have found no reſtraint 
on my ſorrows. We have indulged them 
to the full: their firſt turbulence is ſub- 
ſided, and the ſtill quiet grief that now 
preſſes on my boſom, is ſuch as my friend 
may participate. 5 os 
Your loſs is common to thouſands. 
Such is the hackneyed conſolation of ordi- 
nary minds, unavailing even when it is 
true. But mine is not common: it is 
not merely to loſe a mother, the beſt, 
the moſt indulgent of mothers! — Think, 
Maria, think of your 3 ſituation 3 
how helpleſs, how forlorn ſhe is IA 
father purſued by misfortune to the 
wane of life; but, alas! he looks to her 
for ſupport! He has outlived the Jaft 
of his friends, and thoſe who ſhould 
have been linked to him by the ties of 
blood, the ſame. fatal diſputes, which 
ruined his fortune, have ſhaken from his 
ſide. Beyond him,—and he is old, and 
VoL. I. E affliction 
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affliction. blaſts his age !—beyond him, 
Maria, and but for thee,—the world were 
deſolate around me. bet 
My mother !—you have ſeen, you have 
known her. Her gentle, but aſſured 
ſpirit, was the tutelary power to which 
we ever looked up for comfort and pro- 
tection : to the laſt moment it enlight- 
ened herſelf, and guided us. The night 
before ſhe died, ſhe called me to her 
bed-ſide:— “ I feel, my child (ſaid ſhe), 
as the greateſt bitterneſs of parting, the 
thought of leaving you to affliction and 
| diſtreſs. I have but one conſolation to 
receive or to beſtow : a reliance on that 
merciful Reing, who, in this hour, as in 
all the paſt, has not forſaken me! Next 
to that Being, you will ſhortly be the 
only remaining ſupport of the unfortunate 
_ Roubigne.—1 * of late, looked on 
one meaſure as the means of procuring 
his age an additional ſtay; but I will 
not preſcribe your conduct, or warp 
your heart, I know the Port of your 
ſentiments, the warmth of your filial af- 
fection: to thoſe and the guidance of 
Heaven. ” She had ſpoken thus far 
with difficulty : her voice now failed in 
the attempt. My father came into the 
room : he ſat down by me: ſhe ſtretched 
out her hand, and joining ours, which 
| were 
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were both laid on the bed, together, ſhe 
claſped them with a feeble preſſure, leaned 
backward, ſeemingly worn out with the 
exertion, and looked up to heaven, as 
if directing us thither for that aſſiſtance 
which her words had bequeathed us; her 


Taft words! for after that ſhe could ſcarcely 
| ſpeak to be heard, and only uttered ſome 


broken ſyllables, till ſhe loſt the power 
of utterance altogether. | _ 
Theſe words cannot be forgotten! they 


preſs upon my mind with the ſacredneſs 
of a parent's dying inſtructions! But 
1 


that meaſure they ſuggeſted—is it not 
againſt the dictates of a ſtill ſuperior 
power ? I feel the thoughts of it as of 


a crime. Should it be ſo, Maria; or do 


I miſtake the whilpers of inclination for 
the  fuggeſtions of conſcience ? Yet I 
think 7, * ſearched my boſom 1mpar- 
all, and its anſwer is uniform. Were 
t otherwiſe, ſhould it ever be otherwiſe, 
what would not your Julia do, to ſmooth. 


the latter days of a father, on whoſe grey 


hairs diſtreſſes are multiplied ! _ | 
_ Methinks, ſince this laſt blow, he is 
l changed. That haughtineſs of 
pirit, which ſeemed to brave, but, in 
reality, was irritated by misfortune, has 
left him. He looks calmly upon things; 
they affect him * but hurt I 
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his teas fall oftener, but they are leſs ter- 
rible than the fullen gloom which ufed 
to darken his aſpect. I can now mi 
mine with ths, Feel affliction, without 
uneaſineſs or fear; and thoſe offices of 
kindneſs, which once my piety exaAtet, 
are now the offering of my heart. 
Montauban has behaved, orr this oeca- 


ſion, as became his character. How 


perfect were it, but for that weakneſs 
which regards your Julia! He came to 
ſee my father thè day after that on which 


my mother died: % L will not endex- 


vour (ſaid he) to ſtop the current of 
your grief: that comfort, which the 
world offers at times: like theſe; flows not 
from focling, and canyot be addreſſed to 
it. Your ſorrow is juſt: I come to give 
you leiſure to indulge it: employ me in 
thoſe irkſome offices, which diſtreſs us 
more than the tears they oblige us to dry: 
think nothing too mean to impoſe on me, 


that can any how relieve my friend.“ 


And this friend his daughter is forced 


to deprive him of. Such at leaſt is the 


common pride of the ſex, that will not 


brook any other connection where one is 


rejected. I am aſſailed by motives on 


cvery hand; but my own feelings are ſtill 


unconquered. Support them, my ever- 
| faithful 


— 
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Faithful Maria, if they _ Juſt ; if not 
but they cannot be un * | 

| Theonly friend, of my own ſex, which - 
I poſſeſſed beſies thee, is now no more! 
We needed no additional tie; yet, me- 
thinks, in the grief of my heart, I lean 
upon yours with increaſing affection. 
Thou toow-T will not ſay pity thou ſhalt 


| ove me more. 


. * 


1 * .. 


Julia to Maria. 


HAV E, this enen receivedyour 
anſwer to my laſt. Ah my friend, it 
Na nar: not as | wiſhed. Is this froward- 
neſs in me, to hear, with pleaſure, only 
the arguments on one ſide, when my 
| 288 ſhould be guided by thoſe on 
8 

You fay, © It is from the abſence of 
Savillon, ae the impreſſion he had made 
on my heart has gained its preſent 
ſtrength ; that the conteniplation of diſ- 
tant objects is always ſtronger than the 
ſenſe of preſent ones; and that, were 
to ſee him now, were I daily to behold 
ow! the huſband of another, I ſhould. 
E 3 | ſoon 
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ſoon grow tranquil at the ſight. That 
it is injuſtice to myſelf, and a want of 

that proper pride, which ſhould be the 

conſtant attendant of our ſex, to ſuffer 
this unhappy attachment to overcome 
my mind ; and that, after looking calmly 
on the world, you cannot allow ſo much 
force to thoſe impreſſions, -as our youth 
was apt to ſuppoſe in them. That they 
are commonly vanquiſhed by an effort to 
vanquiſn them; and that the ſinkin 
under their prefſure, is one of thoſe dif. 
eaſes of the mind, which, like certain 
_ diſeaſes of the body, the exerciſe of its 
better faculties will very ſoon remove.“ 
Ihere is reaſon in all this; but while 
you argue from reaſon, I muſt decide from 
my feelings. In every one's own caſe, 
there is a rule of judging, which is not 
the leſs powerful that one cannot expreſs 
it.—I inſiſt not on the memory of Sa- 
villon ;. I can forget him, I think I can— 

time will be kind that waywit is fit I 

ſhould forget him—he is happy, as the 

huſband of another. —But ſhould I wed 
any man, be his worth what it may, if 

I feel not that lively preference for him, 

which waits not for reaſoning to perſuade 

its conſent? The ſuggeſtions I have heard 
of Montauban's unwearied love, bis un- | 
common virtues, winning my afteCtions. 
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in a ſtate of wedlock, I have always held 
x very. dangerous experiment; there is 
equivocation in thoſe vows, which unite 
us to a huſband, our affection for whom 
we leave to contingency, —** But I al- 
ready eſteem and admire him.” It is 
moſt true; why is he not contented with 
my eſteem and admiration? If thoſe feel- 
ings are to be ripened into love, let him 
wait that period when my hand may be 
his without a bluſh. This I have already 
told him ; he almoſt owned the injuſtice 
of his requeſt, but pleaded the ardor of 
ſon in excuſe. Is this fair dealing, 
aria? that his feelings are to be an apo- 
logy for his ſuit, while mine are not al- 
lewed to be a reaſon for refuſal ? 


pn. ehp „„ „„. 


1 am called away by my father; I 
heard the count's voice below ſome time 
before. There was a ſolemnity in my 
father's manner of aſking me down, 
which indicates ſomething 1mportant in 
this viſit. You ſhall hear what that is 
before this letter is cloſed, — Again! he 
s come to fetch me. rb 


E 4 | Maria.! 


— " 


Yo JULIA DI ROUBIGN EF 


D. -.-. hrs .-. 


Maria]! let me recover my ſurpriſe! 
Vet why ſhould I be ſurpriſed at the ge- 
neroſity of Montauban? I know the na- 
tive nobleneſs of his ſaul. Was it in ſuch 
a girl as me to enfeeble it ſo long ? 

My father led me into the parlour. 
Montauban was ſtanding in a penſive 
poſture ; he made me a filent bow. 
was placed in a chair, ſtanding near an- 
gther, which the count had occupied 
before: he ſat down. My father walked 
to the window; his back was to us, 
Montauban put himſelf once or twice 
into the attitude »f ſpeaking ; but wg 
were till ſilent, 

My father turned and approached us. 
= K count has ſomething to commu- 
nicate, Julia, Would you chooſe, fir, 
that it ſhould be addreſſed to her alone?” 
No, (anſwered he), it is an expiation 
to both, and both ſhould hear it made. 
1 fear, I have unwillingly been the cauſe 
of diſquiet to a family, whoſe ſociety, 
for ſome time paſt, has been one of the 
chief ſweetners of my life. They know 
my gratitude, for the bleſſing of that in- 
timacy they were kind enough to allow] w 
me. Whenl wiſhed for a more tender con- 
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nexion, they could not blame my wiſh; 
but, when J preſſed. it ſo far as to wound 
their peace, I was unworthy of the eſteem 
they had formerly given, an efteem I 
cannot now bear to loſe. When I ceaſe 
my ſuit, Miſs Julia, let it ſpeak, not di- 
minution, but an increaſe. of my affec- 
tion. If that regard, which you often 
had the generoſity to confeſs for me, was 
impaired by the addreſſes, let me reco- 
ver it by this ſacrifice of my hopes; and, 
while I devote to your quiet the ſolicits 
ations of my love, let it confirm to me 
_ privilege of the moſt ſacred friend-- 
18. 5 | 2 
Sch were the words of Montauban. 
I know not what anſwer I made: I re- 
member a movement of admiration; and 
no more. At that inſtant, he ſeemed 
nobler than ever; and. hen, in ſpite of 
his firmneſs, a tear broke forth, my pity 
almoſt carried me beyond eſteem. How: 
Happy might this man make another! 
JON de Roubigne- is fated to be miſer= 
„„ TEST . 
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L'E-T T8 n xvi. 


? 


The Count de Montauban to Monſ. Du» 
+ vergne at Paris. 


+ * * * * 


HAVE ſent only three of the bills I 
L propoſed, in my laſt, to remit; that 
for five thouſand ; and the other for twelve 
thouſand livres, at ſhort dates, I have 
retained, as, I believe, I ſhall have uſe 
for them here. You may diſcount ſome 
of the others, if you want money for im- 
medtate uſe, which however, I imagine, 
will not be the caſe. . 

I beg you may, immediately on re- 


ceipt of this, ſend the incloſed letter as 


directed. The name in the ſuperſcrip- 
tion I have made Vervette, though my 
ſteward, from whom I take it, is not 
ſure if it be exactly that; but as he tells 
me the man is a procureur of ſome prac- 
tice, and is certain as to the place of his 
reſidence, I imagine, you will have no 
difficulty in finding him. I wiſh my let- 
ter to reach him in Paris; but if you hour 
| 5 that 
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chat he has gone into the country, ſend” | 
me notice by the meſſenger who is to 
fetch down my-uncle's papers, by whom 
I ſhall receive your anſwer ſooner than by 


+ * * „ „ 


4 


Liſette to Maria. 


MapAu, 


MAK E bold to write this, in great 
haſte, becauſe I am ſenſible of your 
friendſhip for my lady, and that you 
will thank me for giving you an oppor- 
tunity of trying to ſerve her father and 
her in their preſent diſtreſs. She, poor 
lady, is in ſuch a ſituation as not to be 
able to write, and beſides, ſhe is ſo noble- 
minded, that I dare be ſworn. ſhe would 
not tell you the worſt, leſt it ſhould look 
like aſking your aſſiſtancdce. 
How ſhall I tell you, Madam? My 
poor maſter is in danger of being forced 
away from us, and thrown- into priſon. 
| A debt, 


ö 
. 

* * 
25 
o = 
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A debt, it ſeems, owing to ſome people 
in Er on account of expences about 
Bat. agen une gars aun. has been put 
155 t of a procureur, who will 
not hear ban xa delay in the payment of 
it; and he was here this morning, and 
told my maſter, as Le Blanc overheard, 
that, if he could not procure the money 
in three hours time, he muſt attend him 
to a jail. My maſter wiſhed to conceal 
this from his daughter, and deſired the 
rocureur to do his duty, without an 
noiſe or diſturbance; but Le Blanc had 
ſcarcely gone up ſtairs, when ſhe called 
him, and enquired about that man's bu- 
fineſs; and he could not hide it, his heart 
was ſo full, and ſo he told her all that 
had paſſed below. Then ſhe flew down 
to her father's room, and hung about 
him in ſuch a manner, weeping and ſob- 
bing, that it would have melted the 
| heart of a ſavage, and fo, to be ſure, I ſaid: 
to the procureur ; but he did. not mind 
me a, bit, nor my lady neither, though 
ſhe. looked ſo as 1 never beheld in all 
my life, and I was terrified to ſee her fo, 

and ſaid all I could to comfort her, but 
to no purpoſe. At laſt, a. ſervant of the 
rocureur brought him a letter, and pre- 
ently he went qut of the houſe, but left 
ug o his agenda to watch that 05 
maſter 
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maſter ſhould. not eſcape ; and they are 
now here, and they fay that he cannot 
grant any reſpite ; but that, as ſure as 
can be when he returns, he will take 
away Monf. de Roubigne to priſon. 1 
ſend this by a boy, a nephew of Le 
Blanc's, who ſerves a gentleman in this, 
province, who is juſt now going poſt to 

aris, and the boy called on his way, by 

good fortune, to ſee his uncle. I am, 
in haſte, your very faithful and obedient. 
ſervant, | 


LISETTE. 


My lady is much more compoſed now, 
and jo is my maſter. The procureur 
has not returned yet, and 1 have a 
fort of hope ; yet God knows, whence 

- £ ſhould be, except from your lady- 
Inip. 1 455 
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Liſette io Maria. 


Tobe fure, Madam, vou muſt hare 
I been much affected with the diſtreſs, | 
in our family; of which I informed you, } 
in my laſt,” conſidering what a int ip 
Le Toe oat — 


86 JULIA DE ROUBIGNE, 


_ there is between my dear lady and you. 
And now I am much vexed, that I ſhould 
have given you ſo much uneaſineſs in 
vain, and ſend this to let you know of the 
happy deliverance my maſter has met- 
with, from that moſt generous of men the- 
count de Montauban; I ſay, the moſt 
generous of men, as to be ſure he is, to: 
advance ſo large a ſum without any near 
proſpect of being repaid, and without 
ever being aſked to do ſuch a favour ;.. 
for I verily believe my maſter would die- 
before he would aſk ſuch a favour of any 
one, ſo high-minded he is, notwithſtand- 
ing all his misfortunes. He 1s juſt now 
| gone to ſee the count, for that noble-- 
earted gentleman would not come to- 
our houſe, left as Monſ. de Roubigne: 
 faid, he ſhould ſeem to triumph in the 
effects of his own generoſity. Indeed, the 
3 ws was done as if it had been by 
\witchcraft, without one of this family 
ſuſpecting ſuch a matter; and the procu- 
reur never came back at all, only ſent a: 
paper, diſcharging the debt, to one of 
& the men he had left behind, who, upon 
that, behaved very civilly, and went 
away with much better manners, forſooth, 
than they came ; but Le Blanc followed 
them to the village, where they met the 
procureur, and thus it was that we diſ- 


covered 


- RY 
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covered the debt to have been paid by 
the count, who, it ſeems, had ſent that 
letter, but without a name, which the 
procureur received, when he left us av 
the time I wrote your ladyſhip laſt. 


Monſ. de Roubigne is returned from 
his viſit to the count de Montauban, and 
has been a long time cloſeted with my 
lady, and, to be ſure, ſomething particular 
muſt have paſſed, but what it is 1 can- 
not gueſs; only I am certain it is ſome- 
thing more than common, becauſe I was 
in the way when they parted, and my 
lady paſſed me, and I ſaw by her looks 
that there had been ſomething. When 
ſhe went into her own chamber I follow- 
ed her, and there ſhe fat down, leaning Þ? 
her arm on her drefſing-table, and gave 
ſuch a ſigh, as I thought her heart would 
have burſt with it. Then 1 thought! 
might ſpeak, and aſked if ſhe was not 
well. Very well, Liſette,“ ſaid ſhe; but 
ſhe ſaid it as if ſhe was not well for all 
that, breathing ſtrongly as. ſhe fpoke * 
the words, as one does when one has 

run one's ſelf out of breath. Leave 
me, child (faid ſhe), I will call you again 
by and bye,” And fo I left fer as = | 
; | 10 ; 
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bid me, and as I went out of the room, 

ſhutting the door ſoftly behind me, I 
heard her ſtart up from her chair, ank 
. fay to herſelf, The lot is caſt!” I think 
that was it. 1 | 


My maſter has been all this while in 
his ſtudy, writing, and juſt now he called 
Le Blanc, and gave him a letter for the 
count de Mountauban; and Le Blanc told 
me, as he paſſed, that Monſ. de Rou- 
bignẽ looked gayer, and more in ſpirits: 
than uſual, when he gave it him. My 
lady is ſtill in her chamber alone, and has 
never called me, as ſhe promiſed. Poor: 
dear foul! I am ſure I would do any 
thing to ſerve her, that L would, and well: 
I may, for ſhe is the kindeſt, ſweeteſt, 
ö 2 to me, and ſo indeed ſhe is to eyery 
1 „ REA Madam, I am ſure I ſnhould 
aſk. a thouſand pardons. for uſing the 
freedom to write to you in ſuch a manner, 
| juſt by ſtarts, as things happen. But I 
am ſenſible Jour af will not impute; 
my, doing, ſo to any want of reſpect, but- 
only to my deſire of giving your ladyſhip, 
an account of the ſituation of my lady, 
and of this family, which you were oi 
= Pi condeſcending: 
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condeſcending as to ſay, after my firſt 
letter, you were much obliged to me for 
giving you, and begged Tn it might be 
in my own: tyle, which, to be ſure, is 
none of the beſt; but which mu lady- 
ſhip will be ſo good as pardon, HEY 
as I am, when J wie 10.908. ANAL IAN e 
matters, in a flutter, as one may lay, a8 
well as having little time to order my ex- 
prefſions for the beſt, I am, pigs: 


With dye reſped, 
ih dye 50 ful 


And obedient ſervant, 


Laos 77H 


x 
* 
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LETTER . 


Juli to Maria. 


IN the ure of my fate, or Ty my 

conduct, I have long been * 
tom to conſider 7 my lupport and my 
Jug For ſome days paſt theſe have 
come thick ypan me ; but I could. nat: 
find compoſure enough to ſtate the 
coolly even to myfelf. At this hour 't 
midnight, I have mene up a:Rtill re- 
coll ection 
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collection of the paſt ; and with you, as 
my other conſcience, I will unfold and 
examine 1t. | | . 
The ready zeal of my faithful Liſette 
has, I underſtand, ſaved me a recital of 
the diſtreſs in which my father found 
himſelf involved, from the confequences of 
that law-ſuit we have ſo often lamented. 
1 could only ſhare it with him; but a 
more effectual friend ſtepped forth in 
the count de Montauban. His genero- 
ſity relieved my father, and gave him back 
to freedom and your Julia. 

The manner of his doing this, was ſuch 
as the delicacy of a mind, jealous of its 
own honour, would prompt in the cauſe 
of another's. I thought I ſaw a circum- 
ſtance, previous to the count's perform- 
ng it, which added to that delicacy. 

y father did not then perceive this; it 
was not till he waited on Montauban, 
that the force of it ſtruck his mind. 

When he returned home, I ſaw ſome 
remains of that pride, which formerly 
ranked under the receipt of favours it 
was unable to return. My Julia (faid 
he), your father is unhappy, every way 
unhappy; but it is fit I ſhould be hum- 
ble—Pierre de Roubigne muſt learn hu- 
mility !” He uttered theſe words in a 
tone that frightened me; I could not 

: 15 ſpeaks. 
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Tpeak. He ſaw me confuſed, I believe, 
and, putting on a milder aſpect, took my 
hand and kiſſed it.— Heaven knows, 

that, for myſelf, I rate not life or hberty 
at much ;—but, when I thought what 
my child muſt ſuffer—l alone am left to 
protect her—and I am old and weak, and 
muſt aſk for that aſſiſtance which I am 
unable to repay.” ' © The generous, Sir, 
(aid 1) know from their own hearts 
what yours can feel: all beyond ws 
accident alone,” „The / generous, in- 
deed,' my child! but you know. not all 
the generoſity of Montauban. When he 
tore himſelf from thoſe hopes which his 
love had taught him ; when he renounced 
his pretenſions to that hand, which 1 
know can alone confer happineſs on his 
life; it was but for a more delicate op- 


| portunity of relievin thy father. I could 3" 


not (ſaid he), while I ſought your daugh- 
ter's love, bear the appearance of pur- 
chaſing it by a favour ; now, when I have 
renounced it for ever, I am free to the 
offices of friendſhip—Had you ſeen him, 
Julia, when he pronounced this for ever! 
eat as his ſoul is, he wept! by Heaven 
he wept, at pronouncing it — Theſe tears, 
ulia, theſe tears of my friend Would 
had met my dungeon in ſilence !=they | 
had not torn my heart thus!” - — © 
: Eu Maria, 


is not ignorant of the duty chat ould 
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Maria, mine was ſwelled to a ſort of 
_ enthuſiaſtic madneſs 5 
| I fell at his feet.——— 
_ No, my father, they ſhall not. 
Amidſt he fall of her family, your 
daughter ſhall not ſtand aloof in ſafety. 
She e thould have ſhared the priſon of her 
father in the pride of adverſity ; behold 
her now the partner of his humiliation ! 
Tell the count de Montauban, that Julia 
de Roubigne offers that hand to his ge- 
neroſity, which ſhe refuſed to his ſoli- 
Citation ;——tell him alfo, ſhe. is above 
deceit: ſhe will not conceat the ſmall 
i py of the gift. 'Tis but the offering 
of a wretch, who would ſomehow re- 
uite the eri gs of her father, and the 
rvices of his f 3 If he ſhall now 
reject it, that ugly debt, Which his un- 
n lays us under, will be * 
debaſement ſhe endures; if he ac- 
cepts of it as it is, tell him its miſtreſs 


attend it.“ 

My father ſeemed to recover at my 
words; yet ſurpriſe was mixed with the 
ſatisfaction his countenance expreſſed. 
“Are theſe your ſentiments, my love?” 
| prefling my hond cloſer in his The he- 
roiſm of duty was waſted I anſwered 
5 him th my tears. Speak (ſaid he), 
. my 
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my julia, coolly; and let not the difs 
treſſes of your father warp your reſolu- 
tion. He can endure any thing, eren 
his gratitude ſhall” be fflenced.” ——My 
fortitude revived again.———** There 18 
fome weakneſs, Sir, attends even our beſt 
reſolves: mine are not without it; but 
they are fixed, and I have ſpoken them.” 
He aſked, if it acquaint Monf. 
de Montauban. Immediately, Sir (L 
anſwered), if you pleaſe; the ſooner he 
knows my reſolution, the more will he 
ſee it flowing from my heart.” My fa- 
ther went into his ſtudy, and'wrote a let- 
ter, which he read to me. It was not all 
I could have wiſhed, yet I could not 
mend it by correction. Who ſhall; give 
words to the ſoul at ſuch a time? My 
very thoughts are not accurate expreſ- 
ſions of what I feel: there is ſomething 
buſy about my heart, which I cannot re- 
duce into thinking —Oh ! Maria! 
Montauban came immediately on xe: 
ceipt of this letter; we did not expect him 
that night ; we were at ſupper. In what 
a ſituation was your Julia while it laſted ?* 4 
In this terrible interval, I was oli, : 5] 
to meet his eye ſometimes, in addreſſing” ' ©; 
ordinary civilities to him. To ſee him, 
to ſpeak to him thus, while the. fate, of 4 
my life was within the power of x on. 

4 56 little 
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little words, was ſuch torture, as re- 
quired the utmoſt of my reſolution to 
bear, My father ſaw it, and put as ſpeedy 
an end to our meal as poſſible We 
J ———..-..., 

My father ſpoke firſt, not without he- 
ſitation. Montauban was ſtill more con- 
fuſed. but it was the confuſion of a hap- 

py man. He ſpoke ſome half ſentences 
about the delicacy of my ſentiments and 
his own ; but was entangled there, and, 

I think, not able to extricate himſelf. 
Alt laſt, turning fuller towards me, who 
ſat the ſilent victim of the ſcene (why 
ſhould I ſcore through that word when 
writing to you? yet it is a bad one, 
and 1 pray you to forgive it), he 
ſaid he knew his own unworthineſs of 
that hand, which my generaſity had now 
allowed him to hope Fo ; but that every 
endeavour of his ears life—the reſt was 
common place; for his ſex have but one 
ſort of expreſſion for the exulting mo- 
deſty of ſucceſs —My father put my hand 
in his—I was obliged to raiſe my eyes 
from the ground and look on 1 his 
were bent earneſtly on me: there was 
too, too much joy in them, Maria; 
mine could not bear them long. That 
hand (ſaid my father) is the laſt treaſure 
of Roubigne. Fallen as his fortunes are, 
95 : not 
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not the wealth of worlds had purchaſed it: 
to your friendſhip, to your virtue, he 
is bleſſed in veathing it "——<©* ] know 
its value, ſaid the count, and receive it as 
the deareſt gift of Heaven and you.“ He 
kiſſed my hand with rapture 

It is done, and 1 am Montaubaiſs for 
ever ll 


LETTER XX. 


' Montauban to Sgarva. | 


G VE me e joy, Segarva, give me joy— 
the lovely Julia is mine, Let not 


the torpid conſiderations of prudence, 
which your laſt letter contained, riſe u 
to check the happineſs of your frie 

or that which his good fortune will = 
ſtow on you. Truſt me, thy fears are 
groundleſs——didft thou but 1 her 
as Ido? Perhaps, I am more tender that 
way than uſual; but there were ſome of 
your fears I felt a bluſh in reading. Talk 
not of the looſeneſs of marriage-yows 
in France, nor compare her with thoſe 
women of it, whoſe heads are giddy with 
the follies of faſhion, and whoſe hearts 
are debauched by the manners of its vo- 


taries. 
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taries. Her virtue was ever above the 
breath of ſuſpicion, and F dare pledge 
my life, it will ever continue ſo. But 
that is not enough; I can feel; as you 
do, that it is not enough. I know the 
nobleneſs of her ſoul, the delicacy of her 
ſentiments. She would not give me her 
hand except from motives of regard and 
affection, were I maſter of millions. I 
rejoice that her own ſituation is ſuch, as 
infers no ſuſpicion of intereſtedneſs in 
me; were ſhe not Julia de Roubigne, I 
would not have wedded her with the 
world for her dower. e 
Lou talk of her former reluctance; 
but Tam not young enough to imagine 
that it is impoſſible for a marriage to be 
happy without that glow of rapture, 
which lovers have felt, and poets deſcrib- 
ed. Thoſe ſtarts of paſſion, are not the 
baſis for wedded felicity, which wiſdom 
would chuſe, becauſe they are only the 
delirium of a month, which poſſeſſion 
deſtroys, and diſappointmenit follows. I 
have perfect confidence in the affèction of 
Julia, thougli it is not of that intem- 
perate kind which ſome brides have 
ſhewn. Had you ſeen her eyes, how 
they ſpoke, wh her father gave me 
her hand! there was ſtill reluctance in 
them, a reluctance more winning 3 
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all the fluſh' of conſent could have made 
her. Modeſty and fear, eſteem and gra- 
titude, darkened and enlightened them 
by turns; and thoſe tears, thoſe ſilent 
tears, which they ſnhed, gave me a more 
facred bond of her attachment, than it 
was in the power of words to have 
R e 
I have ſometimes. allowed myſelf to 
think, or rather I have ſuppoſed you 
thinking, it might be held an imputation 
on the purity of her affection, that from 
an act of generoſity towards her father 
(with the circumſtances of which I was 
under the neceſſity of acquainting you in 
= laſt), her hand became rather a debt 
of gratitude than a gift of love. But 
there is a deception in thoſe romantic 
ſounds, which tell us, that pure affection 
ſhould be unbiaſſed in its diſpoſal of a 
lover or a miſtreſs. If they ſay, that af- 
fection is a mere involuntary impulſe, 
neither waiting the deciſions of reafon, 
or the diſſuaſwes of prudence, do they not 
in reality degrade us to machines, Which 
are blindly actuated by ſome uncontroul- 
able power? If they allow a woman rea- 
ſonable motives for her attachment, what 
can be ſtronger than 'thoſe ſentiments 
., er 62 28 
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which excite her 1 815 and thoſe proofs 
of them hy do Fg ref r. gratiti 2 2 
But wh buy reaſon on my hap- 
pineſs? L. feel 0 fears, no ſuſpicion of 
| as to it; and I will not, 1 7 for them 


in abſtract opinion, or in diſfant cqnjec- 
ture. 


Tueſday next is fixed for the day that 
is to unite us; the ſhew, and ceremony 
that mingle ſo ill with 1 feelings of a 
time like this, our ſituati here renders: 
unneceſſary. A few of thoſe ſimple orna - 
ments, in which my Julia meets the gaze 
of the admiring ruſtics around us, are 
more congenial to her beauty than all 
the trappings of vanity or magnificence. 
We propole polling a; A, eh or two here, 
before removing to M Nan, , Where | 
muſt. then carry. m * e, to ſhew my 


people their miſtreſs, and — * that 
fort of homage, which J. hope I have 
taught them to pay from the heart. Thoſe 
relations of my family, who live in that 
| . neighbourhood, muff come and learn, to. 


love me 2 5 than they did. Methinks 
I. ſhall, now, be more eaſily plea ſed with 
4 them than ll formerly, was. I: know not. 
if it is nobler to deſpiſ e inſignificant, peo - 
le, than to bear with them coolly; but 

| Thetine it is much leſs agreeable. $a 
g a ſpe⸗ 
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aſperities of our own mind recoil on it- 
ſelf. Julia has ſhewn me the bliſs of 
lofing u ͥe + 
Could I hope for my Segarva at Mon- 
tauban Much as I doat on my lovely 
bride, there. wants the laſt approval of 
my ſoul, till he ſmiles on this marriage, 
and bleſſes it. I know, there needs only 


his coming thither to grant this.——l an- 


ticipate your anſwer, that now it is im- 
poſſible ; but let it be a debt on the fu- 


1 | ture, which the firſt of your leiſure is to 


= pay. Meantime believe me happy, and 
add to my happineſs by telling me of 


LETT Hh: a 


Julia to Maria. 


WEY ſhould I teaze you by writing 
1 of thoſe little things which teaze 
me in the doing? They teaze, yet per- 

haps they are uſeful. At this time, 1 am 
= afraid f a moment's leiſure to be idle, 

and am even pleaſed with the happy im- 
1 R pertinence 
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pertinence of Liſette, whoſe joy, on my 
account, gives her tongue much' freedom. 
I call her often, when I have little occa- 
ſion for her ſervice, merely that I may 
have her protection from ſolitude. _ 
For the ſame reaſon I am ſomehow 
afraid of writing to you, which is only 
another ſort of thinking. Do not there- 
fore expect to hear from me again till 
after Tueſday at ſooneſt.——Maria! you 
remember our fancy at ſchool of ſhewing 
our friendſhip, by ſetting down remark- 
able days of one another's little joys and 
diſappointments.—-Set down Tue/day next 
for your Julia——but leave its property 
blank. — Fate will fill it up one day! 


ME r TE R XXIII. 
Liſette to Maria. 


Mapa, 


1 Ho my lady and you will both ex- 


cuſe my writing this, to give you no- 


tice of the happy event which has hap- 
5 ; | „ 
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pened in our family. I made ſo bold as 
to aſk her if ſhe intended writing to you. 
% Liſette (ſaid ſhe), I cannot write, I 
cannot indeed.” So I have taken up the 
pen, who am a poor unworthy correſpond- 
ent; but your ladyſhip's goodneſs has 
made allowances for me in that way be- 
fore, and, 1 hope, will do ſo ſtill. 

The ceremony was performed yeſter- 
day. I think I never ſaw a more lovely - 
figure than my lady's; ſhe is a ſweet an- 
gel at all times, but I wiſh your lady- 

ip had ſeen how ſhe looked then. She 
was dreſſed in a white muſlin night-gown, 
with ſtriped laylock and white ribbands: 
her hair was kept in the looſe way you 
uſed to make me dreſs it for her at Bel- 
ville, with two waving curls down one 
ſide of her neck, and a braid of little 
pearls—you made her a preſent of them. - 
And to be ſure, with her d brown 
locks reſting upon it, her boſom"Tooked 
as pure white as the driven ſnow.— And 
then her eyes, when ſhe gave her hand 
to the count! they were caſt half down, 
and you might ſee her eye-laſhes, like- 
firokes of a pencil, over the white of her 
ſkin——the modeſt gentleneſs, with a ſort: 
of a ſadneſs too, as it were, and a gentle 
heave of her boſom at the ſame time. — 
5 F 3 O!] ma- 
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O! madam, you know I have not lan- 
guage, as my lady and you have, 'to de- 
1cribe ſuch things; but it made me cry, 
in truth it did, for very joy and admira- 
tion. There was a tear in my maſter's | 
eye too, though I believe two happier 
hearts were not in France, than his and 


the count de Montauban's. I am ſure WW 


pray for bleſſings on all three, with 
| re carneſtneſs, that I do, than for my- 
felf. „„ 
It ſeems, it is ſettled that the new- 
married couple ſhall.not remain long here, 
but ſet out, in a week or two hence, for 
the count's principal ſeat, about ſix leagues 
diſtant from his houſe in our neighbour- 
hood, which is not large enough for en- 
tertaining the friends, whoſe viſits they | 
muſt receive on this joyful eccaſion. 1 
fancy Monſ. de Roubigne will be much 
with them, though, I underſtand, he 
did not chooſe to accept of the count's 
prefling invitation to live with his daugh- 
ter and him; but an elderly lady, a rela- 
tion of my dear miſtreſs that is gone, is 
to keep houſe for him. 
1 muſt break off now, for I hear my 
lady's bell ring, and your ladyſhip ͤ may 
believe we are all in a ſort of buzz here. 
I dare to ſay ſhe will not fail to write fo 
OE. I ER you 


— 
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you ſoon; but mean time, hoping you 


will accept of this poor ſcrawling letter of 
mine, I remain, , with due reſpect, . 


III 


Your moſt faithful and obedient ſervant, 


LISETTE. 


P. F. My lady is to have me with her 
at the Chateau de Montauban ; and, 
to, be ſure, Lam happy to attend her, 
E epi willing bly pend all - the days 
kind a lady, and 
wt ood pl ond. The count like- 
wiſe has been fo good to me, as I 
can't tell how, and ſaid, that he 
hoped, my miſtreſs and 1 wauld. never 
rt, cc, if the. does not grow jealous 
2 he merrily), of ſo hand OMe, a 
- maid.” And at that we all laughed, 
as to be ſure. we might. My lady 
will be a happy yy [ am ſure, 
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1 1 1 F & k l 


Julia io Maria, 


M Y friend will, by this time, be chid- 
AVA ing me for want of attention to 
| Her; yet, in truth, ſhe has ſeldom been 
abſent from my thoughts. Were we to- 
gether but for a ſingle hour, I ſhould 
ave much to tell you ; but there 1s an 
intricacy in my feelings on this change of 
ſituation, which, freely as I write to you, 
I cannot manage on paper. I can eaſily 
1magine what you would firſt defire to 
know, though perhaps it is the laſt que- 
ſtion you would put. The happineſs of 
your Julia, 1 know, is ever the. warmeſt 
object of your wiſhes. —Aſk me not, why 
1 cannot anſwer even this diretly.—Be 
ſatisfied when I tell you, that I ought to 
be happy.—Montauban has every deſire 
to make me ſo.— 
One thing I wiſh to accompliſh to- 
wards his peace and mine. The * 
* 4 
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of this poor heart I have entruſted only 


tw your memory and my own: I will 
endeavour, though I know with how 
much difficulty, henceforth to forget it 
for ever. You muſt aſſiſt me, by hold- 
ing it a blank, which. recollection is no 
more to fill up. I know the weakneſs 
of my ſex; myſelf of that ſex the weak-+ 
eſt: I will not run the riſk of calling up. 
ideas, which were once familiar, and may 
not now be the. leſs dangerous, nor the 
leſs readily liſtened to, for the pain. they 
have cauſed, My huſband has now a 
right to every better thought; it were 
unjuſt to embitter thoſe hours, which, 
are but half the property of Julia de 
Montauban,, with the remembrance of 
former ones, which belonged to. ſadneſa 
and ſulia de Roubigne. 5 
We are on the eve of our departure 
for the family-caſtle of Monſ. de Montau- 
ban, My father, whoſe. happineſs, at 
preſent, is a flattering teſtimony, as well 
as a ſupport to my, piety, accompanies ug. 
thither, but is-ſoon to return home, where. 
our couſin, La Pelliere, whom you may 
remember having ſeen with my mother 
in Paris, is to keep houſe for him. This 
ſeparation 1 cannot help looking to as a 
calamity; yet, 1 his reaſons for 
Ai V 
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it are juſt, What a change in a woman's Þ| 


ſituation does this momentous Connexion 
make?—1 will think no more of it, 
Farewell. 48 


{ 


Yet a few words, to own my folly at 


| leaſt, if 1 cannot amend it. I went to 


aſſort ſome little articles of dreſs for car- 


Trying home with me; while I was rum- 


maging out a drawer to find one of them, 


a little picture of Savillon, drawn for 


him when a boy, by a painter who was 


accidentally in our neighbourhood, croſſ- 


ed meinthe way, You cannot eaſily ima- 
gine how this circumſtance diſconcerted 


me. I ſhut the drawer as if it had con- 


tained a viper; then opened it again; 


and again the countenance of Savillon, 
mild and thoughtful (for even then it was. 


thoughtful), met my view !—Was it a 
conſciouſneſs of guilt that turned my eye 
involuntarily to the door of the apart- 


ment? — Can there be any in accidentally 


thinking of Savillon ?—Yet T fear I look- 
ed too long, and too mae ee on 


this miniature. It was drawn with ſome- 


thing ſorrowful in the countenance, and 
3jj%Cüöͥ ⁵w;Vf! 8 
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methought it looked then more ſorrow- 
ful than ever. 

The queſtion comes ſtron upon me, 

how I-ſhould like that my 7 and had 
ſeen this.—In truth, Maria, I fear my 
keeping this picture is improper ; yet at 
the time it was painted, there was one 
drawn for me by the ſame hahd, and we 
exchariged reſemblances without any 
idea of impropriety. Ve unfeeling de- 
corums of the world! —Vet it is danger- 
ous, is it not, my beſt monitor, to think 
thus ?—Yet, were J to return the picture, 
would it not look like a ſuſpicion of my- 
ſelf —I will keep it, till you « convince 
me I ſhould not. 
Montauban and Virtue! I am your's: 
Suffer but one ſigh to that weakneſs, 
which I have not yet been able to over- 
come. My heart, I truſt, is innocent— 
blame it not t for bring unhappy. 


5 
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LER Tr 


a 


e Julia 1 Maria. 
M Y father was with me this morning, 
. in my chamber, for more than an 
hour. We ſat, ſometimes ſilent, fome- 
times ſpeaking interrupted ſentences, and 
tears were frequently all the intercourſe 
we held. Liſette coming in, to acquaint 
us that Montauban was in the parlour 
waiting us, at length put an end to our 
interview. ; Jo (ſaid my father), I 
imagined I had much to ſay to you ; but 
the importance of my thoughts, on your 
behalf, ſtifles my expreſſion of them. 
There are moments, when I cannot help 
looking to that ſeparation, . which your 
marriage will make between us, as if it 
were the loſs of my child ; yet I have 
fortitude enough to reſiſt the impreſſion, 
and to refle that ſhe 1s going to be 
happy with the worthieſt of men. My 
inſtruction for your conduct in that ſtate 
. you 


Ss, 


* 
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you have juſt entered into, your own ſen- 
timents, 1 truſt, would render unneceſ- 
ſary, were they in no other way ſupplied; 
but 1 diſcovered lately, in your mother's 
bureau, a paper which ſtill farther ſuper- 
| ſedes their neceſſity. It contains ſome 
advices, which experience and obſerva- 
tion had enabled her to give, and her 
regard for you had prompted her to write 
down. Tis, however, only a fragment, 
which accident or diffidence of herſelf 
has prevented her completing ;: but it 
is worthy of your ſerious peruſal, and 
ou will read it with more warnith than 
if it came from a general inſtructor.” He 
left the paper with me; 1 have read it 
with the care, with the affection it de- 
ſerves ; I ſend a copy of it now, as I 
would every . good thing, for the parti- 
cipation of my friend. She cannot read 

it with the intereſt of a daughter; but 
ſhe will find it no cold, nor common leg- 
ture. It ſpeaks, if 1 am not too partial 
to the beſt of mothers, the language of 
prudence, but not of artifice; it would 
mend the heart by ſentiment, not cover 
it with diſſimulation. She, for whoſe 
uſe it was written, has need of ſuch a 
monitor; and would liſten to no other; 
if ſhe has paid any debt to prudence, it 
| was 
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was not from the 9 of wiſdom, 
but the e of pain Hf = 


. 


i 


For my Daughter Julia. 
0 Before this can reach you, the hand 
that writes it, and the heart that dictates, 
ſhall be mouldering in the grave. I mean 
it to ſupply the place of ſome cautions, 
which I ſhould think it my duty to de- 
liver to you, ſhould 1 live to fee you 
a wife. The precepts it contains, you 
have often heard me inculcate; but I 
know that general obſervations on a poſ- 
| ſible event, have much lefs force than 
thoſe which apply to our immediate con- 
dition. In the fate of a woman, marriage 
is the moſt important criſis : it fixes her 
in a ſtate, of all others the moſt happy, 
- the moſt wretched ; and though,. mere 
1 * can perhaps 1 je in any caſe, 
Ly there is a natu prope to fry 
ts efficacy in all. Ihe who writes this 
paper, has been long a wife, and a mo- 
ther; the experience. of one, and the 
anxiety of the other, prompt her in- 
AiruQions ; and ſhe has been too happy 
in both characters to have much doubt of 
their truth, or fear of their reception. 


„ Sweetneſs 
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e Sweetneſs of temper, affection to a 
huſband, and attention to his intereſts, 
_ conſtitute the duties of a wife, and form 
the baſis of matrimonial felicity. Theſe 
are indeed the texts, from which every 
rule for attaining this felicity is drawn. 
The charms of beauty, and the |brilliancy *' 
of wit, though they may captivate in + 9 
miſtreſs, will not long delight in the 
wife: they will ſhorten even their own 1 


tranſitory reign, if, as I have ſeen in 


many wives, they ſhine more for. the at⸗ 
traction of every body elſe than of their 
huſbands. Let the pleaſing of that one 


perſon be a thought never abſent from 


your conduct. If he loves you as you 
would wiſh he ſhould, he will bleed at 
heart ſnould he ſuppoſe it for a moment 
withdrawn: if he does not, his pride wil! 
ſupply the place of love, and his reſente 
ment that of ſuffering. 


* * 


iin 
Never conſider a trifle what may teud 
to pleaſe him. The great articles of 'duty } 
he will ſet down as his on; but the leſſer 
attentions he will mark as favours; and 
truſt me, for I have experienced it, 
there is no feeling more delightful io 
one's ſelf, than that of turning thoſe little } 
things to ſo precious a uſe. ! 1 
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lf you marry a man of a certain ſort- 
ſuch as the romance of young minds ge- 
nerally paints: for a huſband, you with 
deride the ſuppoſition of any poſſible de- 
creaſe in the ardour of your affections. 
But wedlock, even in its happieſt lot, is: 
not exempted from the common fate of 
all ſublunary bleſſings; there is ever a 
deluſion in hope, which cannot abide 
with poſſeſſion. The rapture of extra- 
vagant love will: evaporate and waſte ;; 
the conduct of the wife muſt ſubſtitute: 
in its room other regards, as delicate, 
and more laſting, I ſay the conduct of: 
the wife; for marriage, be a: huſband* 
what he may, reverſes the prerogative - of: 
ſex; his will expect to be pleaſed; and! 
ours muſt be ſedulous to pleaſe. 

This privilege a good-natured' man 
may wave: he will feel it, however, due; 
ö we third perſons will have penetration: 
enough to ſee, and may Have malice- 
enough to remark, the want of it in his- 
wife. He muſt be a huſband unworthy: 
of you, who could bear the degradation: 
of ſuffering this in ſilence. The idea of 

wer on either fide, ſnhould be- totally 

aniſned from the ſyſtem: it is not ſuf- 
ficient; that the huſband ſhould never 
have occaſion to regret the want of it; 
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the wife muſt ſo behave, that he may ne- 
ver be conſcious of poſſeſſing it. - 12 
« But, my Julia, if a mother's fondneſs 
deceives me not, i ſtands not much in need 
of cautions like theſe. | I cannot allow 
myſelf the idea of her wedding a man, on 
whom ſhe'would not wiſh to be depend- 
ent, or whoſe inclinations a temper like 
hers would deſire to controul. She will 
be more in danger from that ſoftneſs, 
that ſenſibility of ſoul, which will yield 
perhaps too much for the | happineſs of 
th. The office of a wife includes the 
exertion of a friend: a good one muſt 
frequently ſtrengthen and ſupport that 
weakneſs, which a bad one would en- 
deavour to overcome. There are ſitua» 
tions, where it will not be enough to 
love, to cheriſh, to obey : ſhe muſt teach 
her huſband to be at * with himſelf, 
to be reconciled to the world, to reſiſt 
misfortune, to conquer adverſity. _ | 
« Alas! my child, I am here an inſtruc» 
treſs but too well . ſkilled ! Theſe tears, 
with ,, which this paper is ſoiled, fell not 
in the prefence of your father, though, 
naw, they but trace the remembrance of 
what, then, it was my lot to feel. Think 
it not impoſſible. to reſtrain, your feelings, 
becaule they are ſtrong. The enchuſalen T 
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of feeling will ſometimes overcome diſ- 
treſſes, which the cold heart of prudence 
had been unable to endure. - ' . / 
But misfortune is not always miſery. 1 
deere known this truth; I am proud to 
believe, that I have ſometimes taught it 
to Roubigné. Thanks be to that Power, 
whoſe decrees I reverence! He often 
tempered the anguiſh of our ſufferings, 
till there was a ſort of luxury in feeling 
them. Then is the triumph of wedde 
love l—the tie that binds the happy may 
de dear; but that which links the unfor- 
tunate is tenderneſs unutterable,, 
.- * There are afffictions leſs eaſy to be 
endured, which your mother has not ex- 
perienced: thoſe which a huſband in- 
flicts, and the beſt wives feel the moſt 
ſeverely. Theſe, like all our ſharpeſt 
„ the fortitude that can reſiſt 
can only cure. Complainings debaſe her 
who ſuffers, and harden him who ag- 
ieves. Let not a woman always look 
for their-cauſe in the injuſtice of her lord: 
they may proceed from many trifling er- 
rors in her on conduct, which virtue 
cannot blame, though wifdom. muſt re- 
| If ſhe makes this diſcovery, let 
5 be amended without a thought if 
1 at * rate without an expreſ- 


fin, 
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ſion, of merit in amending them. In 
this, and in every other inſtance, it muſt 
never be forgotten, that the only go- 
vernment allowed on our ſide, is that of 
gentleneſs and attraction; and that its 
power, like the fabled influence of ima- 
ginary beings, muſt be inviſible to be 
complete. 1 WELLS, Ip 
« Above all, let a wife beware of com- 
municating to others any want of duty or 
tenderneſs, ſhe: may think ſhe had per- 
ceived in her huſband, This untwiſts, 
at once, thoſe delicate cords,” Which pre- 
ſerve the unity of the marriage-engage» 
ment. Its ſacredneſs is broken for ever, 
if third parties are made witneſſes af its 
failings, or umpires of its diſputes. Ilxt 
may ſeem almoſt profane in me to con- 
feſs, that once, when, through the ma- 
lice of an enemy, I was made, for a ſhort 
time, to believe, that my Roubigne: had 
wronged me, I durſt not, even in my 
prayers. to Heaven, petition for a reſtora- 
tion of his love; I prayed to be made a 
better wife: when I would have ſaid, a 
more beloved one, my utterance failed 
me or thꝭ old K 55 worn 
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L ET T E R XXV. 


Julia to Maria, 


7 E have got to the end of our jour- 
V ney; and I am now the miſtreſs of 
this manſion. Our journey was too ſhort, 


| and too flow; I wiſhed for ſome me- 


chanical relief from my feelings in the 
rapidity of a poſt-chaiſe; our progreſs 
was . too ſtately to be expeditious, and 
we reached not this place, though but 
ſix leagues diſtant, till the evening. 

| Metkinks I have ſuffered a good deal ; 


but my heart is not callous yet; elſe 


wherefore was it wrung ſo, at leaving 
my father's peaceful retreat? I did not 
truſt myſelf with looking back; but I was 


too well acquainted with the objects, not 


to recollect every tree from the ſide- 
window as we paſſed. A little ragged 
boy, who keeps ſome ſheep of my fa- 
ther's. opened the gate for us at the end 
of the furthermoſt incloſure; he pulled * | 
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bis hat, which he had adorned with ſome 
gay-coloured ribands in honour of the 
occaſion; Montauban threw money into 

it, and the boy followed us, for ſome 
time, with a number of bleſſings. When 
he turned back, methought I envied 
him his return. The full picture of the 
place we had left, roſe before me; it need- 
2 my reſolution, and all my fears of 
offending, to prevent my weeping out- 
right. At our dinner on the road, I was 
very buſy, and affected to be very much 
Pleaſed ; La Pelliere was a lucky com- 
panion for me; you know how full ſhe } 
is of obſervation on trifles. When we 
approached the houſe, ſhe ſpoke of every 
thing, and praiſed every thing; I had 
nothing to do but to-afſent © - 
We entered between two rows of lime- 
trees, at the end of whiich is the gate 
of the houſe, wide and rudely magnifi- 
cent; its large leaves were opened to re- 
ceive us, by an old but freſh-looking ſer- 
vant, 'who ſeemed too honeſt to be polite, 
and did not ſhew me quite ſo much courte- 
ſy as ſome miſtreſſes would have expected. 
All theſe circumſtances, however, were in a 
ſtyle which my friend has heard me com- 
mend; yet was I weak enough, not per- 
fectly to reliſh them when they happened 
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\ tomyſelf; | There was a preſaging gloom 


about this manſion which: filled my ap- 


33 with terror; and when Montau- 


n's old domeſtic opened tlie coach- door. 
Flooked upon him as a criminal might 


do on the meſſenger of death. My 


dreams ever ſince have been full of hor- 
ror; and while: I: write. theſe: lines, the 
creaking of the pendulum of the great 
clock in the hall, ſounds like the knell of 
your devoted Julia. TI! i BY $5. 


I expect you to rally me on my ideal 
terrors. You: may remember, when we 
uſed to ſteal a midnight hour's converſa- 
tion together, you would laugh! at my 
forebodling of a ſhort period to my life, 
and often jeeringly tell me; I was born 
to be a great-grandmother in my time. 


F know the fooliſhneſs! of this impreſ- 


Fon, though I. Have not yet been able to 
eonquer it. But to me it is not the 
3 ſource of diſquiet; I' never feel more 


poſſeſſed of myſelf, than at thoſe moments 
wien I indulge it the moſt. Why:ſhould 
Twiſn for long life ? why ſhould ſo many 
with ſor it? Did we fit doun to number 


the calamities of this world; did we 


think how many wretches there are of 


diſeaſe, of poverty, of oppreſſion; of 
vice (alas! 1 fear there are ſome even 


of 


— 
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of virtue), we ſhould change our idea of 
evil, and learn to look on death as a 
friend. - | 3 
This might a philoſopher accompliſh z*: 
but a Chriſtian, Maria, can do more. 
Religion has taught me to look beyond 
diſſolution. Religion has removed the 
darkneſs that covered the ſepulchres of 
our fathers, and filled that gloomy void, 
which was only the retreat of hopeleſs af. 


fiction, with proſpects, in contemplation 
of which, even the felicity of the world 
dwindles into nothing ! 1 
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